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RALPH SOMERVILLE. 



CHAP. I. — THE FIGHT AT OLD WILTONS. 

The present century 
had run through half its 
course, and one -third 
of the year had been 
numbered with its 
fathers — or, in other 
words, it was early 
morning on the 1st of 
THE SCUFFLE. ^ay, 1850— wheH our 

story opens. The first gleam of dawn crept feebly 
through the dimity curtains that shrouded the 
dormitories of "Wilton's school at Sunbury on the 
Thames. The occupants of the little narrow 
beds in the four rooms that sufficed to contain 
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the thirty boys forming the school, were all still 
and motionless, buried in the deep sleep that 
youth, health, and exercise only can bring. 
As the light increased, it fell upon the head of 
a little fellow whose bed was between the two 
windows, and he turned uneasily in his sleep, 
mutterLug a few words, and by a motion of his 
arm slightly disturbing the bed-clothes, which 
had hitherto covered the lower part of his face. 
It was a fair young face, surroimded by a 
waving mass of rich blonde hair, with small 
and delicate features, over which seemed now 
to reign an expression of pain and uneasiness. 
But in a few moments the first rays of tiie 
rising sun shot through the poplar trees fling- 
ing the front garden, and with a bound little 
Barry Staunton sprang up, and, running bare- 
footed across the uncarpeted room, bent over 
the bed furthest from his own, and shook its 
slumbering inmate by the shoulder. 

" Ralph, Ralph !" he cried, ** get up quickly. 
It is past sunrise already. You know you told 
me to wake you," he added, pleadingly, as the 
drowsy lad sat up in bed, rubbing his eyes, and 
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The Fight at Old Wilton's. 9 

seeming hardly to understand why he was thus 
suddenly summoned. 

" What is the row, Harry ? Anybody been 
bullying you, that you look so down in the 
mouth ? Oh, of course, I remember now. 
Be quick and wake the other fellows, and then 
creep upstairs and fetch down my shoes and 
your own. Don't look so like a great school- 
girl," he added, kindly, as he noticed the wist- 
ful expression of the little boy's face; "half- 
an-hour will put this matter to rights ; and I 
don't think Sam Bateson will be in a hurry to 
interfere with you again." 

Kalph Somerville had jumped out of bed 
whilst speaking, and was already half-dressed 
by the time his sentence was finished. The 
younger boy called all the sleepers in his own 
and the adjoining rooms, and in a few minutes 
the whole were trooping quietly down stairs, 
carrying their shoes in their hands ; and, lest the 
reader should wonder what matter of so deep a 
moment could have occurred to induce a whole 
school to leave their beds before the ringing of 
the "rising" bell, I may at once state that this 
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unusual stir was owing to an intense desire on 
the part of all Wilton s boys to witness the fight 
that was to come oflF that morning between our 
hero, Ealph Somerville, and Sam Bateson, the 
bully of the school. 

Sam Bateson was a lad of nearly fourteen 
years of age, thick-set, muscular, and active. 
He had been an inmate of Wilton s establish- 
ment for more than four years, during which 
time he had worked himself up from almost the 
lowest to the first class in the school ; not that 
this was due to any great application or bril- 
liant genius on his part — for, though sharp 
enough where his own interests were concerned, 
he was incorrigibly lazy — ^but because his great 
strength and vindictive temper made the other 
boys afraid of him. Leaving to some of his 
weaker companions the task of searching 
through Greek lexicon or Latin grammar, he 
would pounce down upon one of them like 
some great bird of prey, and compel the victim 
to impart to him all the knowledge so labori- 
ously gained, and by this means, joined to 
threats of severely thrashing any boy who 
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happened to stand higher than himself when 
the class was dismissed, he managed to retain 
a far better position in the eyes of the masters 
than either his application or his attainments 
deserved. His father was a wealthy West 
India merchant, and through his influence with 
the Admiralty Sam had been nominated to a 
cadetship in the Koyal Navy, and was only stay- 
ing at Wilton's until the time arrived for his 
examination before the authorities at Ports- 
mouth* If his disposition had been arrogant 
and overbearing before, it became tenfold more 
so now that he had obtained his appointment, 
and by his perpetual persecution and bullying 
he rendered himself an object of terror to all his 
weaker school-fellows, who devoutly longed for 
the time when Sam Bateson would buckle on 
the sword about which he was everlastingly 
bragging, and carry his swarthy visage and 
ever-ready foot and fist to some more con- 
genial atmosphere than the quiet playground at 
Wilton's. In feature he was dark, very dark, 
insomuch that whispers of a remote African 
origin were mysteriously circulated with bated 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



12 Ralph Somerville. 

breath amongst the victims of his oppression, 
by whom he was always spoken of as " Black 
Sam." Only twice had this nickname been 
pronounced in its owner's hearing, and on each 
occasion his rage was ungovernable. The first 
time he had knocked down the unlucky speaker 
with a wicket he happened to have in his hand, 
for which oflfence he was nearly expelled ; the 
circumstances attending the second case will 
appear further on. 

And now I must turn to Ealph Somerville, 
the hero of these pages, whose adventures, I 
hope, will afford some amusement to my 
readers. Ealph was the son of an old captain 
in the navy, who had borne an honourable part 
in the great war drama that convulsed Europe 
at the commencement of the present century. 
Though too young to have been present at the 
glorious victory of Trafalgar, he had joined the 
navy when the memory of that action was still 
fresh in the minds of all our sailors — a period 
when gallant deeds were found in the columns 
of every journal, and when some real meaning 
could be attached to the proud saying that 
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** Britannia ruled the waves." Captain Somer- 
ville distinguished himself in several single-ship 
actions, was a lieutenant in the Bellerophon 
when she took the Emperor Napoleon to die in 
exile at St. Helena in 1815 — sad fate for one 
who had swayed the destinies of Europe — had 
gained the rank of commander, and was already 
known throughout the service as a rising and 
promising young oflBcer, when a grape-shot 
from a pirate stronghold on one of the " keys" 
in the Caribbean Sea cut short his active career, 
and at the early age of twenty-five he found 
himself a post-captain, but without hope of 
ever again serving afloat, for his wound was of 
a most serious description, and every now and 
again, breaking forth afresh, it caused the suf- 
ferer long and protracted agony. Before leav- 
ing England on his last eventful cruise, Marma- 
duke Somerville had won the heart of sweet 
Florence Grantly, the youngest daughter of 
a great north-country earl ; and not the least 
bitter of his reflections, as he lay writhing with 
pain in the dark, cockroach-haunted cabin of 
the Indiaman that carried him home, was the 
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thought that she would now be lost to him for 
ever. How could he ever hope that the fair girl 
whose affections he had gained when in the full 
spring of manly beauty, and with a prosperous 
career before him, would consent to share his 
fate, now that that active form was hopelessly 
crippled, and the gate shut to further advance- 
ment in his profession ? Marmaduke Somer- 
viDe needlessly tortured himself. He of all 
men should have better known that stout 
Northumbrian race, who for eight long cen- 
turies had held true to their motto, Fidele et 
forte. He had not reached England ten days 
— there was no railway communication, tele- 
graph, or penny post then — when Lady Flor- 
ence had taken her place quietly at her stricken 
lover s pillow, and in the presence of the old 
earl, her father, the marriage vows were spoken, 
whilst the bridegroom was yet hovering betwixt 
life and death. Tender nursing carried the 
young husband safely through the dangers of a 
painful surgical operation, and he soon so far 
recovered as to be able to creep slowly along 
the green lanes of the pleasant Devonshire 
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village, where they had taken up their abode 
within sight of the sea — ^that sea so dear to the 
invalid, on whose bosom he had been nursed, 
whose bounding surface he could never hope to 
ride again. 

So matters went on for some years, Marma- 
duke gaining a little strength in the genial 
summer, only to relapse into weakness when 
the sullen winter came. Foreign baths were 
recommended; but, alas! Captain Somerville 
and his wife were not rich enough to indulge 
in the luxury of continental travel, then far 
more tedious and expensive than it is now. 
Suddenly, in the spring of 1834, a letter came 
from Sir Ealph Somerville, Marmaduke's eldest 
brother, announcing the death of his only son 
by the accidental discharge of a gun. Marma- 
duke thus became the heir to the baronetcy, 
and a corresponding alteration took place in his 
pecuniary position. At Sir Ealph's request he 
visited the German baths, accompanied by his 
devoted wife, and soon a change for the better 
became manifest in his condition. His wound 
healed completely, his strength returned by 
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degrees ; in six months he was able to walk 
with but little assistance, and in less than a 
year Mannaduke Somerville flung his crutches 
into the fixe, and stood upright before the 
world once more, sound in wind and limb. 

As the reader will naturally suppose, Captain 
Somerville's first idea was to seek active 
employment in his still cherished profession. 
But England was now at peace ; the old war 
that had so fiercely blazed had completely 
burnt itself out, and Europe was in profound 
repose, recruiting a system that had long been 
bleeding at every pora Still the captain 
evinced restlessness, and was always half- 
threatening to apply for a ship. An event, 
however, which occurred at the close of the 
year 1836, turned all his thoughts into another 
channel, and never since has this wayward 
mariner even hinted that it was meet and 
expedient that he should again betake himself 
to the high seas. The incident that produced 
so radical a change was neither more nor less 
than the birth of our hero. 

Young Ealph's earliest years were spent 
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abroad, chiefly in the south of France and in 
the Pyrenees, owing to which circumstance he 
acquired a perfect acquaintance with both the 
French and Spanish languages. On returning 
to England, much of his time was passed at 
Eushmere Park in Cheshire, the seat of his 
uncle and godfather, Sir Kalph. Here the boy 
was allowed to run riot, and do pretty much as 
he pleased, riding wildly over the country on a 
little pony, or getting sitting shots at rabbits 
and squirrels on the sly from the keepers — a 
mode of passing away his time far more agree- 
able to our hero than the quarter-deck discipline 
kept up at his father s establishment at Ryde, 
in the Isle of Wight, where Captain Somerville 
had taken up his abode for good. At Eushmere 
he also learned a variety of other accomplish- 
ments, which certainly seemed then likely to 
do him little good, but which, in the long run, 
proved eminently useful. He frequented the 
stables a good deal, and was initiated by the 
stud groom into all the mysteries connected 
with horses — their ailments, the remedies best 
adapted for their removal, and many other 
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secrets only known to professional trainers. 
Under the direction of one Ben, a sort of 
hanger-on and doer of odd jobs about the 
establishment, he became a proficient in the art 
of laying night-lines, snaring rabbits, and wiring 
hares — ^gifts which would hardly have advanced 
him in his uncle's esteem, had the worthy old 
gentleman known of them, and would assuredly 
have earned for his instructor, Ben, a dip in 
the horse-pond, followed by an instant expulsion 
from the estate. From the keepers he learned 
how to carry a gun without danger to himself, 
and, what is equally important, how to carry 
one without danger to his companions — an 
essential too often lost sight of when a boy is 
first allowed to handle a firearm. 

Such was his life during the six months in 
each year when he resided at Kushmere; during 
the remaining months he was with his parents 
at Kyde, where he was obliged to go through a 
certain amount of study daily, for a tutor came 
to the house every morning, and our hero was 
not released from work until four o'clock in the 
afternoon. But when his books were packed 
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away for the day, how the boy did enjoy hia 
ramble on the beach with his father, who closely 
scanned with his telescope every man-of-war 
anchored at Spithead, and every merchant 
vessel that passed in or out through the Needles. 
Often, too, Captain Somerville would take him 
on board some stately line-of-battle ship, and 
the spotless purity of the decks, the neatly 
coiled -down ropes, and the trim, though 
eminently warlike appearance of every object 
that met the eye, exercised a magical fascination 
over the lad. When to this it is added that 
the captain was never tired of telling his son 
stories of his own career ; of gales of wind ; of 
men overboard; of sharks, whales, and other 
monsters of the deep ; of bright, sunny lands, 
where the sky is ever cloudless, and the beauty 
of the landscape enhanced by gorgeous birds of 
every hue and form darting like jewelled meteors 
from tree to tree; or of flat, sandy "keys" 
amongst the thousand islands of the Spanish 
main, where, of old, the buccaneer jerked his 
meat and concealed his spoil, and amidst the 
intricacies of which the slaver still lies securely. 
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and the pirate finds a haven — on the subject 
of pirates the captain could speak feelingly, — 
when the boy heard these stories of excitement 
and adventure, and all associated with the 
beautiful element that lay spread like a mirror 
before the narrator and his entranced auditor, 
small wonder, I think, that he also longed to 
be a sailor, to see all these wonderful things 
with his own eyes, to dive into the unknown, 
and to share in some of those exploits, the bare 
recital of which already made his heart beat 
high. 

Nor was Captain Somerville less pleased to 
think that his son should take up a career he 
had so unfortunately been compelled to abandon. 
In truth, ever since the boy's birth he had hoped 
that his thoughts would take a seaward bend. 
But he was far too conscientious a man to think 
of biassing the lad in any way, however remote, 
or fettering him in the free choice of a pro- 
fession ; indeed, of the latter, except as a means 
of keeping him out of harm's way, Ealph had 
no need, for the title and the estate must both 
ultimately revert to him. When, therefore, the 
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boy begged permission to enter the navy, his 
father's joy knew no bounds ; and, as he had 
already attained his twelfth year, it was decided 
that he should be sent to school until a nomi- 
nation as naval cadet came within the gift of 
one of Captain Somerville's many old friends. 

In these days of competitive examinations I 
fear my hero would have taken a very low 
place, and possibly would have been regarded 
as little better than a dunce. Of conic sections 
or natural philosophy I regret to say he was 
profoundly ignorant; nor, in my humble 
estimation, was he any the worse therefrom. 
When his father first went to sea, he knew 
only how to read and write, cypher as far as 
the rule of three, and say his catechism ; and, 
in Captain Somerville's opinion, a naval cadet 
wanted nothing more in the way of book- 
learning. However, our hero was — thanks to 
Lady Florence — a little further advanced than 
that. I am not about to enter into a long list 
of the young gentleman's accomplishments, but 
I may state that his father always, by practice 
and by precept, urged upon his remembrance two 
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rules, by a due observance of which, he was 
wont to say, a man may pass through life 
honoured and respected— " Never do a dirty 
action of which you are ashamed to speak ;" and 
"Never tell a lie." These two rules are somewhat 
shorter than the "Whole Duty of Man," but 
on careful consideration will be found to 
embody, at all events, the germs of most of the 
cardinal virtues. 

Ealph went to a school near Godalming for a 
year, but when scarlet fever broke out amongst 
the boys he was removed to Mr. Wilton's at 
Sunbury, where he had been established about 
three months when our story opena In 
appearance he was slender, with a bright, 
winning face, crowned with curly chestnut hair; 
and his frame possessed far greater strength and 
endurance than a casual observer would imagine. 
In disposition he was frank and open, perhaps 
almost to a fault, for he never hesitated to say 
what came uppermost in his mind; and this 
candour led him into many scrapes. He was 
generally beloved by his school-fellows, more 
particularly by the little boys, whom he never 
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needlessly tormented himself nor would he 
pennit any act of wanton oppression to be 
committed in his presence without remonstrance, 
or even interference. 

Such is a brief sketch of our hero at the age 
of thirteen; and the reader must not imagine for 
one moment that it is my intention to present 
him as a model lad without a fault, a modem 
Harry Sandford, who could do no wrong. He 
was just as great a pickle as other boys of the 
same age, brimming over with high spirits, and 
as mischievous as any monkey — mischiev(yuSf 
but not mcdicious ; between the two there is a 
great distinction. But I must not bestow any 
further space on the merits or demerits of 
Ealph Somerville; his character will become 
apparent to the reader who will be at the 
trouble of following me through these pages ; 
so now let us turn to the fight about to 
commence between our hero and Sam Bateson, 
and briefly relate the cause that led to Wilton's 
boys leaving their warm beds so early on that 
bright May morning. 

On the previous evening, the class to which 
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Ralph, Sam Bateson, and little Harry Staunton 
belonged had been studying Xenophon's Ana- 
basis, and, following his usual plan, Sam had 
whiled away the time by boring holes in the 
table, and filling them with powdered slate 
pencil. By the ingenious insertion of a steel- 
pen barrel into one of these holes, he had formed 
a tube by which the powdered slate could be 
propelled in any upward direction with great 
force and accuracy, when the engineer thought 
fit to apply his lips to another hole com- 
municating with the mine. Sam Bateson was 
delighted with the triumph of his own genius, 
but thought the springing of his mine would be 
much improved if he could so arrange matters 
that it would cause pain or annoyance to the 
boy sitting next him. The victim happened to 
be Harry Staunton, who was busily engaged 
looking out long words in his lexicon. 

''Here, young Staunton," cried Sam, suddenly; 
"you ve got good eyes; just look down this hole 
and see if you can make out anything at the 
bottom. Look sharp." 

The unsuspicious lad bent his face down- 
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wards, and immediately, by a powerful puflF, Sam 
sent a column of fine smoke-like slate into his 
face and eyes. The poor little fellow gave a 
slight scream, for the pain was intense ; but Sam 
whispered, savagely, *' 111 thrash you within an 
inch of your life if you whine;'* and Harry 
could only choke down his sobs as best he 
might, and try to rub the dust out of his eyes 
with his knuckles. Sam was in ecstasies at the 
success of his stratagem, and no doubt would 
have loaded his machine again, but it was late, 
and he thought it was high time to get some 
one to coach him up in his lesson. 

"Have you learnt your Xenophon?" he 
asked, turning to poor Harry. 

" Very nearly, Bateson," was the reply. 

"Then go out and wash your dirty little 
mug at the pump, and come back and work 
me up." 

The boy, still inwardly sobbing, complied, 
and just outside the door met Kalph, who had 
been absent at the explosion of the mine. 

" Why, Harry, what is the matter with you?" 
asked the latter, kindly laying his hand on the 
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little fellow's shoulder; "your eyes are all 
black and swollen.'* 

"That bullying nigger, Sam Bateson, blew 
all his nasty pencil dust in my face/' replied 
Harry ; but scarcely were the words out of his 
mouth, when he received a cuflF on the ear that 
sent him reeling, and the voice of his tormentor, 
hoarse with passion; sounded in the semi- 
darkness. 

** Take that, you young scoundrel, for daring 
to call me a nigger I" 

Sam Bateson had followed Staunton to the 
door, with the intention of warning him, on 
peril of a thrashing, to keep silence regarding 
the author of his mishap, in case the lad should 
meet old Wilton on his journey to the pump, 
and, unperceived in the darkness, had overheard 
the above conversation. 

Harry Staunton was a great favourite with 
Kalph Somerville, who had often interfered 
when Sam had carried his bullying propensities 
too far, so that rather a bad feeling existed 
between the two elder boys, though they had 
never yet come to an open rupture. Now, 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



The Fight at Old IViltm's. 27 

however, Ealph's indignation knew no bounds, 
and the generous blood flushed crimson in his 
face as he strode close up to Sam, and, shaking 
his fist within an inch of his nose, said — 

" So you are a nigger, Sam Bateson, and a 
bully and a sneak too; and if you intend to 
thrash every fellow that says so, you had better 
begin with me." 

Whatever were Sam's faults — and he had 
many — cowardice was not one of them, and his 
only reply was a blow, which Kalph warded 
oflF; then the combatants closed, and, locked in 
each other's grasp, swayed up and down against 
the door, which suddenly opened, and they both 
fell into the schoolroom, when, of course, the 
struggle ceased. The arbitrement of siugle 
combat being out of the question that night, it 
was agreed that the meeting should take place 
at sunrise on the following morning ; and now 
my readers know as much regarding the quarrel 
as I do myself. 

Within ten minutes of the time when little 
Harry Staunton awoke, the whole of the boys 
were mustered in the playground, and two of 
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the seniors were marking on the ground a ring 
about thirty feet in diameter, within whose 
magic circle none but the combatants and their 
seconds were to set foot whilst the contest 
lasted. Though fighting was not openly 
encouraged by old Wilton, it was an under- 
stood thing that settlements of this nature 
would never be interfered with by the masters 
as long as the bystanders ensured fair play to 
both parties ; indeed I am greatly mistaken if 
old Wilton himself was not peeping out from 
behind his bedroom curtain, and watching the 
proceedings with much inward satisfaction. It 
is the fashion now-a-days to ignore fighting 
with fists, and to call it low and vulgar ; but to 
my mind it is a far better way of settling the 
quarrels that will arise amongst boys than any 
other that is likely to be invented. Nothing 
silences an abusive tongue so speedily as the 
knowledge that the offender will have to prove 
his words by the strength of his arm ; and by 
a good stand-up battle, old sores that might 
have rankled for months are disposed of in 
half-an-hour. Anyhow, the boys were always 
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allowed to fight at old Wilton's ; and nowhere 
could be found a number of lads living together 
in greater concord and good-fellowship. Kalph 
and Sam, having stripped to the waists, and 
each bound a neckerchief round his loins, 
stepped into the ring and shook hands, according 
to the established custom of the "fancy" from 
time immemorial. The seconds stood behind 
their men, ready to give them a knee between the 
rounds, and a dozen ready hands held wet hand- 
kerchiefs to cleanse and refresh the combatants. 
Blount Major, the oldest boy in the school, and 
the only possessor of a watch, assumed the com- 
bined ofiices of umpire and time-keeper, and 
at a signal from him the fight commenced. At 
first the boys fought warily, and with little 
effect on either side ; but at the end of the 
third round Sam got his fist well home, and a 
crimson streak on Kalph's cheek gave the honour 
of first blood to his antagonist. Elated at this, 
Bateson hit out loosely, but was soon brought 
to his senses by a well-planted blow in the chest, 
which fairly took his feet from under him, and 
he measured his length on the ground. With 
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varying success the battle went on for more 
than half-an-hour, advantage now favouring 
one combatant, now the other. Both boys were 
equally matched ; Sam was stouter and thicker 
set, but this was counterbalanced by Ralph's 
superior activity; indeed, the most knowing 
bystander would have been puzzled to tell 
with which of the lads the superiority rested. 
At last, after a longer round than usual, Sam, 
who had received several body blows, and was 
rather pumped, determined to bring matters to 
a close, and made an atteippt to get Ralph's 
head "into Chancery;" in doing which, he not 
only failed, but laid himself open to his quick- 
sighted adversary, who, by a well-directed blow 
between the eyes, brought him to the ground 
once more, and with such violence that the 
bystanders made sure the fight was ended. At 
this juncture some of the little boys could not 
restrain their glee, and, carried away by excite- 
ment, flung their caps in the air, shouting at 
the top of their voices, " Hurrah 1 Black Sam's 
floored 1" " The buUy nigger has caught toko I" 
and sundry other epithets not gratifying to 
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Bateson, who, lying in his second's arms, could 
hear every syllable they uttered. His swarthy 
face turned white with rage, and, putting his 
hand quickly into his trousers pocket, he with- 
drew it, and lay quite motionless, breathing 
deeply, and trying by every means to recruit 
his strength. When Blount Major called, 
"Time 1" Sam rose to his feet, and the bystanders 
were almost frightened at the look of ferocity 
which his visage bore. Kalph, rendered rather 
incautious by his late success, and confident of 
victory, fought carelessly, and in his turn gave 
an opening to his antagonist. With a dull 
sound Sam's fist fell on his forehead, and, reeling 
several paces backward, Ralph came heavily to 
the earth, and there lay insensible. 

'*How about the nigger now?" cried Sam, 
scowling round on the astonished faces of the 
boys; but, to the amazement of the whole 
school, little Harry Staunton bounded forward, 
and, seizing the victor by his right wrist, clung 
there with all his strength, while he screamed 
out — 

" Blount, Inglis, Granville — you big fellows 
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— ^help, help I He has got something hidden 
in his hand. I saw him take it out of his 
pocket, the coward. Help, help I" he continued, 
as Sam smote him savagely in the mouth with 
his left hand to force him to relinquish his 
grasp. 

The whole scene passed so rapidly that the 
bystanders were paralysed for a few seconds ; 
but, quickly comprehending the drift of Harry's 
accusations, Blount Major and some of the elder 
lads seized Sam, forced open his clenched fist, 
and found therein six of the large ounce copper 
pennies then in circulation. No wonder Kalph 
had been knocked senseless by the blow ; the 
additional force given by the metal would have 
felled a donkey. 

"What do you mean by this, Bateson ?" said 
Blount, firmly holding the culprit by the collar. 

'*Why did they call me nigger?" was the 
only reply that could be extorted from him. 

"You must come with me to old Wilton 
now, and answer to him for your cowardly 
trick," continued Blount, leading his prisoner 
ofi"; " and if Kalph Somerville dies, you will be 
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hanged, my fine fellow, which will be a benefit 
to the world at large." 

It is evident that Ealph Somerville did not 
die, or I could never have presented him as my 
hero; but many days elapsed before he was 
fully recovered. The majority of the boys never 
saw Sam Bateson again. He was confined in old 
Wilton's study until Ealph was declared out of 
danger, and then sent ofi* under the charge of 
the second master to his father s house. As 
the reader may probably imagine, his abrupt 
departure caused but little grief or anxiety to 
his late school-fellows. 




Digiti 



ized by Google 



CHAP. II. — ROUND THE "HORN. 



Two years have rolled 
away since the scene 
described in the last 
chapter occurred. The 
eighteen-gun corvette 
Columbine lay at single 
anchor at Spithead, 
her dainty little form 
^ sitting with swan-like 
beauty upon the water, and her lofty spars 
tapering gracefully upward to the sky. A 
great number of shore boats surrounded her, 
— some crowded with the men's wives, come 
thus far to bid a last adieu to their husbands ; 
others filled with Jews, bumboat women, duns, 
and that miscellaneous portion of a seaport 
town that always swarm about a man-of-war 
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about to go "foreign/' At dayUght on the 
following morning the Columbine was to sail 
for the far Pacific. Her complement of men 
was filled up, the guns and stores were all in 
their places, and the powder-lighter was even 
now making the best of its way into harbour, 
after having lodged its perilous load in the 
magazine of the outward-bound vessel Cap- 
tain Kenshaw was at the admiral's oflSce 
awaiting his last instructions; by sunset he 
would be on board; and from that hour all 
communication with the shore would be cut off 
until the gallant little craft had fulfilled her 
mission, and again anchored at Spithead, after 
four years spent in encountering the various 
perils of the ocean. How many of those whose 
hearts now beat so high would ever return ? 

Mr. Arrowsmith, the first lieutenant, was 
pacing up and down the quarter-deck, attending 
to the thousand-and-one little things that re- 
quire attention when a vessel is on the eve of 
sailing, and devoutly wishing that the- morrow 
was come, when blue water would be under the 
ship's bottom, and the land many a mile under 
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her lee. At each turn of his short walk he 
found some new order to give, and his conver- 
sation would have appeared in the highest 
degree mysterious to a landsman. 

"Pass the word for'ard for the armourer. 
Boy, tell Mr. Nettle, the boatswain, that I want 
him. . Here, armourer ; see that a Scotchman is 
fitted to each of the guns before sunset. Mr. 
Nettle, where are the hawse plugs ? Forgotten 
to draw them, sir 1 It would be a long time 
before you forgot to draw your allowance of 
grogl How the devil do you think I can 
spare a boat now to make up for your neglect ? 
Signal for a boat from the admiral's office? 
•Very well, send the first cutter, and you go in 
her, Mr. Nettle, and draw the hawse plugs. 
No, wait a minute, I can't spare you. Quarter- 
master, tell Mr. Bateson I want him. Your 
boat manned, Mr. Somerville ? Very well ; go 
to the admiral's office, and answer signal. You 
will take Mr. Bateson with you, and bring back 
the hawse plugs that from culpable negligence 
have been forgotten. Don't land anywhere but 
at the dockyard, and don't let a man out of 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



Round the '' Homr 37 

your boat. Come, be smart" And the hard- 
worked oflBcer turned down the after-hatchway 
ladder to see to something else that had been 
omitted, forgotten, or neglected between decks. 

From the above disjointed conversation, the 
reader will perceive that our hero and Sam 
Bateson were once more thrown together. Both 
were now midshipmen, Sam having served three 
years in the Channel squadron, and Ralph a 
somewhat shorter time in the West Indies. 
When the lads first saw each other, there had 
been necessarily a slight embarrassment, for 
they had never met since the incident recorded 
in the last chapter ; but Ralph s disposition was 
singularly devoid of malice, and he advanced 
towards his old antagonist with outstretched 
hand and a frank smile, expressing his pleasure 
at the turn of fortune's wheel that had made 
them again companions. 

" Let bygones be bygones, old fellow," said 
Ralph, heartily, " and rest assured that I shall 
never breathe a word regarding that un- 
fortunate affair." 

Thus outwardly peace, if not friendship, waa 
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established between the boys, for Ralph really 
meant what he said, and was very glad to have 
a messmate whom he had known in other days, 
and with whom he could talk over their scrapes 
and adventures at old Wilton's. With Sam,* 
however, the outward friendship was but a 
hollow mask, assumed to conceal the bitter 
enmity that still rankled in his heart against 
the lad he had so deeply injured. His disposi- 
tion was a bad one, and his more generous 
feeliug had been early strangled by the in- 
judicious manner in which his father had 
brought him up, yielding to his slightest 
caprice, thwarting him in nothing. Even our 
hero's frank greeting was wormwood to him, 
for he felt that he was outdone in generosity 
by his old enemy, and he inwardly resolved 
that he would leave no stone unturned to 
embroil Ralph with his superior officers, and 
thus perhaps force him to exchange into another 
ship. He was senior to our hero by several 
months, but thus early in their careers this 
made but little diflference, for one midshipman 
is rarely placed in a position that would enable 
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him to order about another. Neither could 
Sam attempt to offer any annoyance to Ralph 
in the midshipman's berth, for most disputes 
were settled there as they had been at old 
Wilton's — ^viz., by the strongest arm ; and Sam 
had too vivid a recollection of his antagonist's 
strength and skill to risk the doubtful issue of 
another fight. Nothing therefore remained for 
him but to continue seemingly on good terms 
with our hero, and to let no opportunity slip of 
doing him an iU turn. 

At sunset the captain came on board, the 
ship was cleared of all strangers, the drum beat 
to quarters, the guns were secured for sea, and 
by ten o'clock the Columbine's crew were 
buried in repose, the only sound breaking 
the silence of the night being the measured 
step of the officer of the watch pacing the 
quarter-deck, and the "All's well" of the 
sentries, as the bell struck the half-hours. 

But at four o'clock on the following morning 
the shrill pipe of the boatswain and his mates 
echoed through every timber of the ship, 
followed by the hoarse sound, " Call all hands!" 
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*' Hands laah up hammocks I '' In a few seconds 
the busy hive was in activity, and soon the 
crew swarmed up the hatchways, each with his 
neat hammock on his shoulder, which he handed 
to men told off for the purpose, who stowed 
them in the nettings. 

"Carpenters rig capstan," was the next 
order given sharply by Mr. Arrowsmith ; and 
five minutes saw the bars shipped, and securely 
swiftered in. 

"All ready, sir," reported the first lieutenant 
to the captain. 

" Then heave round," was the reply. 

The men fell in to the bars, the fife struck 
up a lively air, and round went the huge drum, 
the clanking of the pauls and the grinding of 
the chain through the hawse-pipe forming a 
rough sort of accompaniment to the heavy tread 
of a hundred feet sounding as one. 

And now the cable is shortened close in, 
and the anchor only just hanging on to the 
ground. 

"Avast heaving," roars the first lieutenant; 
*^ out bars. Hands make sail. ' 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



Round the '' Homr 41 

The blue jackets crowd aloft; at the word 
" Let fall/' the heavy canvas is dropped from the 
gaskets ; " Sheet home/' is the next order, and 
the graceful folds are tightiy stretched from 
yardarm to yardarm ; the topsails are hoisted ; 
the yards braced abox for casting; again the 
fife sounds — this time the tune is " The girl I 
left behind me/' " Heave and break her out, 
men," sings out Mr. Arrowsmith. With strain- 
ing shoulders the seamen bring their whole 
weight to bear on the bars ; there is a moment s 
pause, as though the heavy anchor resented 
being thus rudely torn from the mud of old 
England, but with a sally the men force round 
the capstan. " Heaving in sight, sir," hails the 
second lieutenant from the forecastle, while a 
small eddy under the bows announces that the 
corvette has gathered stem-way; and in ten 
minutes' time she is running under all plain 
sail through the squadron at Spithead, and, 
standing out to the eastward of the Isle of 
Wight, is fairly embarked on her long voyage 
to the Pacific. 

The wind was favourable, and the Columbine 
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sped gallantly southward. The time of all her 
inmates was fully taken up with gan, musket, 
and cutlass drill, for Captain Renshaw was a 
rigid disciplinarian, and wished to have his 
men thoroughly broken into their work by the 
time they reached Valparaiso, where the ad- 
miral would probably be found, and would 
inspect the ship. 

Neither were our hero and his seven brother 
midshipmen suffered to remain idle. They 
were divided into four watches, the senior 
youngster doing duty on the forecastle, the 
junior on the quarter-deck, under the eye of 
the officer of the watch. Every forenoon they 
had to muster in the captain s cabin, with their 
Nautical Almanacs, Inman's Tables, &c., and 
study navigation under the supervision of old 
Grunter, the master — ^the Columbine was too 
small to carry a naval instructor — and a weary 
life, I ween, they led that north-country old 
sailor, giving him more trouble than five times 
the five pounds stopped from the pay of each, 
as tuition money, would have been worth. I 
am afraid they, played the worthy officer sad 
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tricks. He set them problems from old college 
examination papers, and, as these all had the 
answers printed on the reverse side, nothing 
was easier than to jot down an imposing page 
full of figures, terminated by an approximation 
to the real result. Unless old Grunter worked 
them all out himself, detection was next to 
impossible, and, as the master solved his 
problems by None, and not by Jeans, the 
young rogues were perfectly safe. At seven 
bells (half-past eleven a.m.) they all repaired 
on deck with their sextants, and went through 
the process of taking a meridian altitude — 
nautically termed, ** shooting the sun." This 
was almost as great a farce as the imaginary 
study below had been. Old Grunter was too 
much occupied with his own observation — on 
the accuracy of which the safety of the ship 
depended^-to look closely after his unruly 
pupils, who whiled away the time by pinching 
each other, skylarking, and abstracting the tube 
from their instructor s instrument, if he were 
unwise enough to lay it on the hammock net- 
ting for a moment, until eight beUs struck 
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(noon), when all trooped down to the mid- 
shipmen's berth, and, flinging their sextants 
away, crowded round the table in the gloomy, 
lamp-lighted little den, and worried the steward 
to death if dinner was not served immediately 
on their arrival. If the steward was away at 
the galley, or turned a deaf ear to their remon- 
strances and threats, there was always the 
caterer (the captain's clerk, a mild, inoffensive 
man of about twenty-five) to fall back upon, 
and endless were the imprecations heaped upon 
the head of that long-suffering scribe. 

" I say, Margin, do you know that it's struck 
eight bells ? It's my afternoon watch, and if I 
have to relieve the deck without any dinner, I 
shall die, and then your ugly carcass will dangle 
at the fore-yardarm for starving me." 

" By Jove," shouted another, " I should like 
to see the skipper's pet quill-driver grinning 
through a hempen noose." 

"So you shall, if he cuts us short of our 
dough too often," broke in a third. " I'll give 
my boat's crew a glass of grog apiece, and 
they'd string up the Grand Turk for that, much 
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less such a picked-up-along-shore-looking sweep 
as Margin." 

" Hang it all, let's cob him, and the steward 
after him. Come on, my lads;" but the ap- 
pearance of a huge block-tin tureen full of pea- 
soup generally saved the wretched caterers 
bacon, and the meal was proceeded with in 
silence. 

After dinner, the day's work, or the ship s 
reckoning for the preceding twenty-four hours, 
had to be calculated by each youngster, and 
sent in to the captain. The reader, unacquainted 
with the manners and customs of midshipmen, 
might reasonably suppose that this would really 
entail haK-an-hour s work on each of the lads. 
Not so. For a weekly glass of grog, old 
Grunter's marine servant would bring his 
master s work out of the gunroom, whilst the 
worthy officer was engaged in the captain's 
cabin pricking the ship off, and marking her 
position on the chart, and one of the youngsters 
took it in turn to copy it, after which every 
one " fudged " his own, with the difference of 
a few seconds in the latitude and longitude. 
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Well might Captain Renshaw wonder that 
never by any chance were these youthful navi- 
gators more than one mile wide of the mark, 
and coDgratulate old Grunter on the progress 
his pupils were making. Had he known the 
process by which this exceeding accuracy was 
attained, his wonder would rapidly have changed 
into wrath, and the culprits have experienced 
an abrupt transition from the stuflFy atmosphere 
and semi-darkness of the midshipmen's berth, 
to that better ventilated, through less favourite 
retreat — the mast-head. 

After the day's work was sent in, the lads 
that were oflF duty had little to do, and passed 
most of their time in sleep, stretched out on the 
berth lockers, with a desk or sextant case for a 
pillow, or curled up on the lids of their chests. 
The latter is not, to my mind, a very comfort- 
able couch at any time. Not only is a mid- 
shipman's chest remarkably hard, but if the 
particular one selected for a " caulking place " 
happens to stand on the weather side, the 
happy sleeper is very liable to be abruptly 
aroused from his dreams by finding himself 
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sprawling on the deck, with his head jammed 
into a shot-rack. On the lee side he is a trifle 
more secure ; but even there a heavy lurch may 
deposit him between the back of the chest and 
the bulkhead. Notwithstanding these trifling 
disadvantages, chests are highly esteemed 
throughout the service for sleeping purposes ; 
but then it is diflficult td know under what com- 
bination of place and circumstance Her Majesty's 
junior naval oflficers will not sleep. 

At five o'clock the drum beat to quarters, the 
guns were re-secured, and the men inspected, 
after which some exercise aloft generally took 
place, and then the men went to their pipes and 
the midshipmen to their tea and biscuits. This 
light repast over, the seniors called for their grog 
bottles, and conversation (limited), boisterous 
chaflf (abundant), and songs, flavoured by a few 
practical jokes, filled up the time until half-past 
nine, when the ship's corporal came to put the 
lights out. Reading or study of any kind was 
practically out of the question, however studi- 
ously inclined a lad might be. Sometimes one 
of the lieutenants or some of the senior officers 
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would take an interest in the middies belonging 
to their watch, and would permit them to use 
their cabins and books; but even this was seldom 
taken advantage of after the novelty of the 
thing had worn off. The literature that in those 
days found most favour in the midshipmen's 
mess was of the trashiest description, and even 
this but rarely and imperfectly read. Telling 
yarns and talking ship passed away the time far 
more pleasantly, if less profitably, than reading. 
How insufferably wearisome to a stranger would 
have sounded the staple conversation of these 
young officers 1 — how long the flying Phaeton 
took to stay in a double-reefed topsail breeze, 
and how she spun off fifteen knots on a bow- 
line; how the Vindictive stood into Tahiti 
with studding sails on both sides, made a run- 
ning moor between two French frigates, and 
threatened to blow them both out of the water; 
how the liberty men belonging to the Belle- 
rophon never met their rivals, the Eodneys, on 
shore at Malta without a long and bloody fray 
occurring, arising from entirely different views of 
the merits of their respective ships espoused by 
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these restless sons of Neptune — all very interest- 
ing to hear once or twice, but becoming slightly 
monotonous when told, with variations, three or 
four times a-week. Yet the lads were not to 
blame, for what else had they to talk or think 
about ? Months passed away at sea without a 
letter or a newspaper reaching them ; the never- 
varying routine of the ship offered no fresh topic 
for conversation; and this same conversation 
bore upon what each speaker had nearest at 
heart, and awakened in the most passionless 
breast a spirit of emulation, an affection for the 
pretty little craft that was even then bounding 
so merrily under their feet, and a deep love for 
the noble service to which they belonged that 
no drift of time could ever break or even 
slacken. But I have said enough on this sub- 
ject, and my readers can now perhaps form some 
idea of the daily routine on board a man-of-war 
twenty years ago. 

Nothing occurred on board the Columbine 
worthy of notice during her voyage to Val- 
paraiso. She encountered the usual bad weather 
off Cape Horn, and was thrashing against a 
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westerly gale for three weeks before she rounded 
Diego Ramirez, and was enabled to stand north 
into the blue skies and gentle breezes of the 
placid Pacific. As had been expected, the flag- 
ship was found at Valparaiso; and when the 
admiral inspected the corvette, he expressed 
himself much gratified at the cleanliness and 
order prevailing on board, and the proficiency 
of the men. Both watches were allowed ashore 
for eight-and- forty hours each after the ship had 
been thoroughly refitted, and the midshipmen 
managed to get a run every now and then — 
those, at least, who had written up their logs, 
paid their mess bills, and found themselves still 
the happy possessors of a few coins. A sailor's 
first impulse on landing is "to get outside. a 
horse," if one can be had for love or money. 
From whence he derives this instinct it seems 
difficult to say, but at Valparaiso both officer 
and bluejacket were enabled to indulge their 
humour to the top of their bent, for Chili 
abounds with horses, and a few minutes after 
landing both seamen and marines would be seen 
galloping wildly through the streets, to the no 
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slight danger of the inhabitants' limbs and their 
own necks. Ealph enjoyed a good stretching 
gallop over the miles of level plain amazingly ; 
but one day he met with an adventure which 
plainly showed that he would have done better 
had he listened to the advice of the English 
residents, and not ventured too far away from 
the town unarmed and unaccompanied. 

Wherever Englishmen settle, their love of 
racing is developed, and Valparaiso, with its 
large foreign community, offered no exception to 
the rule. Every man or boy worthy of the 
name of Briton was the possessor of one or more 
racehorses, and the animals were put in training 
for the annual meeting shortly after the Colum- 
bine arrived. Now, although horses are plentiful 
enough, jockeys are just the reverse ; therefore 
the young gentlemen of Her Majesty's vessels 
then in harbour are always in great request at 
that time of year as light weights, more par- 
ticularly if they know anything at all about 
riding. As we have seen, om* hero was an 
exceptionally good horseman, thanks to his 
early training; and an English merchant, a 
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relation of Captain Eenshaw, and the owner of 
the favourite, Toruno, had discovered this, and 
asked him to pilot his horse on the day of the 
racea Kalph willingly acceded, but, on seeing 
the animal, pronounced him too high in con- 
dition, and showed so much real knowledge of 
the subject that Mr. Smart asked him if he 
would undertake the preparation of the horse 
himself. This would involve exercising him 
every morning before breakfast, and Ralph was 
afraid that his duty would interfere with this ; 
but it is to be supposed that Mr. Smart spoke 
to Captain Renshaw, for the latter, who was 
living with his relative, took our hero with him 
as a sort of aide-de-camp, and gave him to 
understand that his services would never be 
required before nine in the morning. Ralph 
was now in his glory, and spent every spare 
minute of his time with the noble animal, who 
soon learned to know him, and hailed his 
approach with a neigh of satisfaction. Before 
sunrise the lad was in the stable, saddled Toruno 
with his own hands, and then took him out for 
a good spin of several miles over smooth 
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stretches of country, unbroken by fence or 
enclosure. 

On one occasion he had gone further than 
usual, and in a direction that he had never taken 
before. As he was proceeding leisurely home- 
ward, the sound of hoofs was borne towards 
him by the breeze. Toruno pricked his shapely 
little ears, and, turning round in the saddle, 
Ealph saw three gauchos approaching him at 
full gallop. The thought that he was totally 
unarmed, except a heavy hunting crop, now 
flashed across his mind, as well as the many 
instances he had heard of the lawlessness and 
ferocity of these men. However, perhaps after 
all no harm was intended, and it would be very 
undignified to retreat without a cause ; so Ealph 
clutched his hunting crop firmly, got a tight 
grip of the saddle with his knees, shortened up 
the reins, and rode quietly on as though sus- 
pecting nothing. 

With whirlwind speed the strangers closed, 
and, glancing over his shoulder, Ralph saw the 
foremost within three lengths, bearing down 
straight upon him, and evidently bent on dis- 
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mounting him by the gauclio plan — that is, by 
a peculiar upheaval of the leg, which cannot 
fail to unseat an unsuspecting rider. 

All doubt as to the real character of the 
horsemen was now at rest. They were some of 
the bandits with which Chili abounds, and our 
hero would be lucky indeed if he got out of 
this adventure with a whole skin. 

When the pursuer was within one length, 
Ralph wheeled Toruno suddenly aside, and, as 
the baffled miscreant dashed past him, the 
heavy whip handle, swung with the full force 
of the young man's arm, struck the robber 
under the ear, and rolled him senseless on the 
plain. 

"That's one unshipped," he muttered, as 
he struck the spurs into Toruno's side, and 
the noble animal bounded forward, followed 
at a few yards' distance by the two other 
bandits, who had left their companion to his 
fate. 

" I am all safe now," thought Ralph ; " their 
horses are not a patch upon Toruno ;" and he 
leant back in his saddle to survey his pursuers. 
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" Merciful heaven I" he exclaimed, turning 
paJe ; *' the scoundrels have got lassos !" 

It was too true. Hanging at the saddle bow 
of each was the long greenhide rope with its 
treacherous noose, from whose deadly embrace 
escape was hopeless. Both of the robbers 
were preparing their weapons, and on Toruno 
increasing the distance between them before 
this could be accomplished depended the lad's 
life. 

Right nobly did the gallant brute respond to 
his rider s call, but still the fugitive was within 
cast, and the leading robber was already swing- 
ing his weapon round his head. Bending 
forward until his face was hidden in the mane, 
Ralph drove the spurs home into his favourite's 
flank, and cowered into the smallest compass to 
avoid the fatal loop. Maddened with pain, 
Toruno bounded wildly forward at the very 
moment that the lasso quitted the gaucho's 
hand, when the bight of the noose struck the 
nape of our hero's neck, and glided harmlessly 
off" over his back. His steed's onward plunge 
had saved his life ; that foot of ground gained 
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had caused the rope to fall a few inches short ; 
a few more yards and Ralph could pull up and 
breathe his panting steed, for the assailants saw 
that further pursuit was hopeless, and, wheeling 
oflF, galloped back to the assistance of their 
wounded comrade, still lying motionless on the 
iplain. 

This gave our young friend a lesson to keep 
within a moderate distance of the town for the 
future ; and I am sure that my readers will be 
glad to hear that not only was Toruno none the 
worse for his unusual exertion, but that, under 
the skilful guidance of Ralph, he appeared at the 
starting-post in splendid condition, and pulled 
oflf the President's Cup in a common canter. 

But Her Majesty's ships and vessels of war 
are not supposed to remain long at one place, 
and the Columbine soon received orders to sail 
for Vancouver's Island, first visiting Juan 
Fernandez, and then calling in at San Bias and 
San Francisco. The day before the corvette 
left, Ralph was sent ashore in his boat to the 
Consul's oflfice to bring oflF a distressed British 
subject who had been ordered a passage to the 
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latter place. On entering the house, our hero 
found the object of his search sitting quietly 
on a small bundle, which constituted all his 
personal eflFects, with a long Kentucky rifle 
resting between his knees. Ealph was struck 
with astonishment at the singular appearance 
pi*esented by this wanderer. He was a man of 
about forty years of age, rather over than under 
the middle height, but so thin that a breath of 
wind seemed capable of laying him prostrate. 
His face was drawn with hardship and priva- 
tion, but beneath the racoon skin cap that 
formed a covering for his head peered forth a 
pair of light grey eyes that toned down the 
rugged expression of the features, and, like a 
gleam of sunshine, illumined the weatherbeaten 
countenance. On seeing the young oflScer, the 
man stood respectfully up, with his rifle as a 
support. 

" Is your name Thomas Sherlock T 

" It is," was the reply. 

" Well, you know you are ordered a passage 
in the Columbine, and I am sent to bring you 
off*. Are your traps ready ?" 
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" This ig all I possess," said the man simply, 
pointing to the little bundle at his feet ; " and, 
light as it is, I fear I can scarcely carry it, I am 
so weak now lix)m fever." 

*'0h, we'll manage all that," cried Ralph, 
touched by the stranger's tone and evident want 
of strength ; " one of the boat's crew can take it 
down, and your rifle too, if you like." 

"Thank you, I should prefer carrying that 
myself. It is an old friend, and I never let it 
out of my hands if I can help it ; besides, it 
serves me as a support." 

"As you please," replied the youth; and, 
giving directions about the bundle to the cox- 
swain, he left the house, followed by Sherlock. 
The pier was nearly a quarter of a mile distant, 
and, turning round, Ralph saw that his com- 
panion kept up with diflficulty, leaning at 
intervals on his rifle, and tottering from 
weakness. 

The lad hesitated. "Poor fellow," he thought 
to himself, " he'll hardly manage to get down ; 
I wonder whether a glass of grog would bouse 
him up; at any rate, there is no harm in asking 
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him ;" and, waiting until the stranger rejoined 
him, Ralph led him into a little wine-shop and 
ordered two glasses of aquadientS, Sherlock 
swallowed the fiery spirit with evident satisfac- 
tion and with many expressions of gratitude, 
and, aided by the stimulant, soon reached the 
boat in safety, and in due course Was comfort- 
ably billeted on board the Columbine, under the 
hands of whose worthy doctor, aided doubtless 
by the fresh sea breeze, he quickly threw ofi* 
the fever that was devouring him, and in a 
short time was enabled to make his appearance 
on deck. Ralph took an unusual interest in 
the stranger — though whether this arose from 
his having seen him sooner than any of his 
messmates, or from some secret sympathy 
between them, I am unable to explain. During 
the long night watches Sherlock would come up 
from below, and, seated on the afterpart of the 
booms, would answer the thousand-and-one 
questions with which Ralph plied him. Many 
scenes of wild adventure and of hairbreadth 
'scapes were brought before the mental vision 
of the lad by the simple yet vivid description 
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of his companion. Thomas Sherlock was a 
Canadian, but from the time that he could raise 
a rifle to his shoulder he had been a wanderer. 
The sudden canting of a heavy log had deprived 
him of his father, and, dreading a desolate 
home and a cruel stepmother, the boy had made 
his way to the settlement on the Eed Eiver, 
and set up for himself as a trapper and dealer 
in peltry. Many were his adventures with 
Indians and with wild animals, both by water 
and by land, during the time he was earning a 
precarious subsistence by that perilous occupa- 
tion. When he had attained the age of man- 
hood, he became attached to the Hudson's Bay 
Company, and in their employ had faced the 
solitude, the privation, and the rigorous winters 
of the north-west territory. California next 
found him acting in the capacity of a vaquero, 
or mounted herdsman. Eestless ever, he had 
passed on into Mexico, and from thence into 
the Central American States, and over the 
greater portion of Bolivia, Peru, and Chili; 
indeed he had engaged in so many various 
occupations that it was diflficult to fix upon him 
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any proper designation, though perhaps his 
Columbine soubriquet of ''the trapper" more 
clearly conveyed the style and character of the 
man than any other. High-spirited and impul- 
sive, Ralph listened with thrilling interest to the 
stories of grizzly bears, Blackfoot Indians, bull- 
fights, encounters with Rocky Mountain desper- 
adoes, &c., &c. ; and the long night watches, 
hitherto viewed with such unutterable disgust, 
now became pleasant, and even longed for, so 
entirely was our hero's mind engrossed by the 
glimpse of a wild, free life thus laid open to him. 
But we have been somewhat forgetful of Sam 
Bateson, who, as an early acquaintance in this 
little narrative, claims a portion of our atten- 
tion. As I endeavoured to show a few pages 
further back, midshipmen of about the same 
standing in the service can interfere but little 
with each other as far as duty is concerned ; 
thus Ralph and Sam pulled very amicably to- 
gether to all appearance, but in reality the 
hatred of the elder lad had much augmented 
towards our unsuspicious hero, not only from 
the fact of the latter carrying ofi the first place 
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with Toruno — ^a struggle in which Sam was also 
engaged — but because the favourite's winning 
had caused Bateson to lose a good deal of 
money on the race. The evident partiality 
with which the first lieutenant and the other 
officers regarded Ralph was also a great annoy- 
ance to Sam, more particularly as this young 
gentleman had been in a succession of scrapes 
ever since the ship anchored at Valparaiso, 
owing to a habit of outstaying his leave, letting 
men out of his boat, and sundry other practices 
highly objectionable in the eyes of a command- 
ing officer; thus not only did Sam see his 
enemy gaining the good-will of his superiors, 
but he had also the mortification of knowing 
that he himself was doing directly the reverse, 
and was fast losing the character for smartness 
and attention that he had earned during the 
voyage from England. Thus matters stood 
between the two lads, when an incident occurred 
that stirred Sam's vengeful spirit to its darkest 
depth, and turned his hitherto slumbering 
animosity into an intense desire for the destruc- 
tion of his hated rival. 
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Eight bells (noon) had struck, the cheery 
pipe of the boatswain and his mates had pro- 
claimed the dinner hour, and the Columbine's 
crew were all on the lower deck, hurrying 
through their meal of pea-soup and pork in 
order to gain a longer smoke, a luxury only 
permitted at certain fixed times. The corvette 
was standing westward, close-hauled to the 
wind, and with all plain sail set except the 
royals and flying-jib, for the breeze was too 
strong to admit of the lighter canvas. Ealph 
was sitting down abaft the foremast yarning 
with the trapper, and was listening eagerly to 
the account of a fray between the Cree and 
Blackfoot Indians, when the voice of the oflScer 
of the watch rang forth sharply and incisively — 

"Man overboard — ^hands shorten sail — life- 
boats crew away ! " 

Somerville rushed aft to the taffrail, and just 
caught sight of Sam Bateson's head as the latter 
went astern at the rate of eight knots an hour. 
The sentry had let go the life-buoy a little too 
soon, and the apparatus was at least twenty 
yards from the struggling youth, whom Ralph 
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knew to be a very inferior swimmer. Without 
a moment's hesitation, the latter threw off his 
jacket and plunged head-foremost overboard to 
the assistance of his old school-fellow. By a 
few vigorous strokes he reached Sam, and, con- 
fident in his own powers, said — 

"All right, old fellow. Put your hands on 
my hips and we'll soon fetch the life-buoy." 

I have before stated that want of courage 
was not Sam's failing, and never did he exhibit 
more self-possession than on this trying occasion. 
Notwithstanding the shock of his sudden im- 
mersion, he was as cool as if still on the quarter- 
deck, and, implicitly obeying Ealph's instruc- 
tions, both lads were in a few minutes clinging 
to the life-buoy in comparative safety. I say 
comparative safety only, because the seas in 
that part of the world abound with the dread 
shark, and one of these might be prowling 
about and cut our story short before the cutter 
could pick up the young men. 

Meanwhile, with the utmost celerity the 
orders of the commanding officer had been exe- 
cuted on board the Columbine. Though to the 
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eye of a landsman the scene would have 
appeared one of dire disorder, yet in reality it 
was the very reverse. Every man knew the 
work that was expected of him on such an 
occasion, and silently but swiftly each member 
of the crew performed his allotted portion. 
The lifeboat's crew jumped into the cutter 
hanging at the lee davits, under the command 
of the senior mate ; the signalman sprang aloft 
and kept the swimmers in sight, that the boat, 
when lowered, might know exactly in what 
direction to pull; the topgallant yardmen 
crowded up the rigging and gathered the flap- 
ping canvas to the yards ; with a steady run 
the seamen and marines who manned the main 
clewgamets and buntlines hauled up the main- 
sail ; the preventer mainbrace was let go, the 
yards swung square, and with her maintopsail 
to the mast the Columbine, skilfully checked in 
her onward career, lay motionless on the water, 
an example of what can be accomplished by 
good seamanship and high disciplina In 
scarcely a longer time than it has taken you, 
reader, to skim this paragraph, the cutter was in 
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the water, and pulling with all the strength of 
ten pairs of willing arms in the direction indi- 
cated by the signalman. 

" In bows/' says Selwyn, the senior mate, as 
he catches sight of the life-buoy. "Half-a- 
dozen more strokes, men. Way enough ;" and 
the ten oars are tossed aloft together, their 
ashen blades glistening in the sun, as the boat 
runs up alongside of the life-buoy, and both the 
apparatus and its dripping freight are lifted care- 
fully inboard. 

The ship is regained, the cutter hoisted up 
and secured, the sails are filled and re-set, the 
men go down to finish their interrupted smoke 
and to talk over the incident for a few minutes, 
the two lads swallow a glass of hot grog each 
and change their clothes, and the whole thing 
is forgotten, though none the less has Ealph 
saved Sam Bateson's life. 

As perhaps the reader will be curious regard- 
ing the cause of this young gentleman's mishap, 
I may mention that he had gone into the lee 
forechains to smoke on the sly, and that, while 
carelessly balancing himself on the swinging 
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boom, a heavier lurch than usual had brought 
his stolen pleasures to an abrupt conclusion by 
pitching him head-foremost into the sea- 
It may also naturally be thought that Sam 
would feel some little gratitude towards Kalph 
for his gallant rescue, but, instead of this, the 
consciousness that he owed his life to his enemy 
deepened his hatred, and but little was now 
required to turn that hatred into a blind, un- 
reasoning desire for his old school-fellow's de- 
struction. In what an unforeseen manner that 
little was supplied will be shown in the following 
chaptei. 
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Three days after leav- 
ing Valparaiso, the cry 
of ** Land on the star- 
board bow 1'* was heard 
from the mast-head of 
I the Columbine, and by 
sunset the vessel was 
anchored in Cumber- 
land Bay, the most 
sheltered harbour afforded by the little island 
of Juan Fernandez. Every Englishman must 
confess to a certain curiosity awakened by 
the home of Alexander Selkirk, whose five 
years' sojourn on this lonely spot gave Daniel 
Defoe the materials for his immortal work, 
Eobinson Crusoe. For Ralph Somerville, as, 
I suppose, for most lads, the book possessed an 
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absorbing interest, and he gazed on the shore 
with longing eyes, eager for the morrow, when 
he and his companions would be allowed to 
scamper at will over the wild and classic 
ground. 

Juan Fernandez is an island of about fifteen 
miles long by six broad, containing an area of 
nearly sixty-five square miles, and is situated 
in the South Pacific Ocean, at a distance of 
four hundred nules from the coast of Chili. In 
most places the sides are abrupt, even precipi- 
tous, and towards the north there stands a 
mountain of three thousand feet in altitude, 
called El Yunque^ or the anvU, from its 
resemblance to that instrument. The surface 
of the island is irregular, broken up into ravines 
and valleys, and with a gradual falling of the 
ground towards the south. Most of these glens 
are well sheltered, and the rich black soil pro- 
duces turnips, apples, strawberries, melons, figs, 
sandalwood, &c., whilst herds of goats, originally 
placed there by the buccaneers, leap from crag 
to crag with surprising agility, and fish of every 
description abound in the numerous inlets with 
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which the coast-line is indented. In bygone 
days the island aflForded such a safe retreat for 
the freebooters — ^mostly English — ^who hovered 
around the South American coast, intercepting 
the ingot-laden galleons and retiring to the 
fastnesses of Juan Fernandez with their rich 
spoil, and the facilities for repairing and victual- 
ling their ships were so great, that the Spaniards, 
hoping to deprive their formidable enemies of 
supplies, landed a number of fierce hounds on 
the island for the purpose of destroying the 
goats; but, though partially successful, the 
hope of extermination was a failure, owing to 
the sure-footed little animals retiring to inacces- 
sible heights, where no dog could follow them. 
In 1750 the Spaniards made an attempt to 
colonise Juan Fernandez, and also established a 
garrison on its shores ; but immediately after 
its foundation the settlement was destroyed by 
an earthquake, during which the sea over- 
whelmed the houses and carried ofi* with it a 
large number of people, among whom were the 
governor and his family. Since then it has 
been put to various uses — at one time as a 
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penal settlement for political oflFenders, but an 
earthquake again levelled every edifice with 
the ground ; and, later still, it was rented by 
the Chilian Government to an enterprising 
American, who, in his turn, failed ; and alto- 
gether it seems as if the island were perfectly 
satisfied with the halo thrown around it by the 
genius of Defoe, and indignantly spurned from 
its bosom any population more prosaic than 
buccaneers and shipwrecked mariners. 

Such is a brief description of this celebrated 
little dot in the ocean ; and as perhaps it may 
be wondered what earthly reason could induce 
the Columbine to visit it, I may mention that 
it is rather a favourite resort for the English 
men-of-war on the Pacific station, who can 
recruit the health of their crews by permitting 
them to ramble at large over an island where 
grog-shops are unknown, where the climate is 
mild and temperate, and where the occupation 
of fishing with both seine and line afibrds a 
pleasing excitement after the confinement of a 
long spell at sea. But another motive had 
caused the admiral to order the corvette to 
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Juan Fernandez, a motive more cogent than the 
health of her crow, which was excellent, or the 
diversion of fishing, which was not indispensable. 
A Chilian vessel had come into Valparaiso and 
reported having passed a waterlogged and 
abandoned wreck to the westward of the island. 
Of what country she was the skipper was unable 
to say, for the water was flush with her upper 
deck, and everything movable had long since 
been washed away. Having ascertained that 
there was no living thing on board her, the 
skipper had returned to his own craft, and pur- 
sued his voyage to Valparaiso. Now a wreck 
floating about on the high seas is as great an 
inconvenience as a tree growing in the centre 
of a high road; and the main object of the 
Columbine was to discover thi& deserted vessel, 
and, by a well-directed broadside, to send her 
to the bottom, where she would be out of the 
way of doing mischief to any passing ship. A 
bright look-out had been kept on board the 
coi-vette during the whole passage, but nothing 
had as yet been seen of this ocean waif. 

The next morning the Columbine displayed 
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a scene of great animation. Cumberland Bay- 
has ten fathoms of water close in to the shore, 
and the vessel was anchored within hail of the 
beach. The pinnace was hoisted out, and the 
seine, a drag-net of a hundred fathoms in length, 
carefully paid down on to planks placed across 
the stem-sheets. The boats, crowded with men, 
shoved oflF; several times the seine was shot, on 
each occasion coming to the beach full of fish of 
every hue and description, and numberless fires 
blazing along the shore bore record that a por- 
tion of the spoil had been transferred to another 
element. Many of the ofiicers had wandered 
off into the interior of the island with their 
guns, and frequent reports, multiplied by the 
echoes of the rocky ravines, announced the 
destruction they were dealing amongst the wild 
goats. 

Ealph had been told off to accompany the 
fishing party, and, assisted by a brother midship- 
man, was watching with keen interest a fine 
mullet baking on a private fire they had kindled 
for themselves. The men, tired of dragging 
the net, were smoking their pipes, playing at 
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duck-stone or leap-frog, and enjoying them- 
selves like any schoolboys. Suddenly a couple 
of seals were seen close in to the shore, and the 
seine was once more quickly shot outside the 
unsuspicious animals, who had probably been 
attracted by the smell of the fisL The hauling 
lines were manned by a strong party, and soon 
the decreasing circumference of the cork floats 
showed that the prey were fairly within the toils. 
At length the stajff at the extremity of the net 
nearest to Ealph took the ground, and a fore- 
topman rushed into the water to cant it, 
according to the approved fashion in seining. 
To reach the pole he was compelled to swim a 
few yards, and his companions on shore were 
eagerly singing out, "Look alive. Bill 1" when, 
with a shriek of agony, the sailor sprang half 
his length out of water, his arms extended over 
his head, and sank beneath the waves, now 
tinged with blood. 

" Merciful Heaven, a shark !" cried Ealph, as 
the men dropped the lines and rushed, some 
towards the boats, which were hastily shoved 
ofi" to the rescue, others fearlessly into the water 
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in the direction of the place where their ship- 
mate had disappeared. The second gig reached 
the spot first, and, regardless of the danger they 
ran — when does a bluejacket ever think of 
himself if a brave action is to be performed 1 — 
three men dived beneath the blood-stained sur- 
face, and immediately re-appeared with the 
wounded man in their arms. He was conveyed 
with all speed to the ship, whilst the remainder 
of the party silently dragged the net on shore 
before returning to the ship, for all thought of 
further sport was over for the day, and gloom 
was apparent on every face. 

"There's something heavy in the seine," re- 
marked an old quartermaster. ** Haul steadily, 
lads; I shouldn't wonder if the shark was 
initl" 

Excited by the thought of revenging their 
woimded shipmate, the men walked the net 
steadily in, the frequent jerking showing that 
some large fish was entangled in its folds. 
With a sally it was run up on to the sandy 
beach, and there, lying perfectly motionless, his 
fiendish eyes watching his captors askance, was 
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found the author of the mischief — not a shark, 
after all, but a monster saw-fish, measuring 
twelve feet in length, exclusive of the deadly 
weapon projecting from his snout. With great 
difficulty the enormous brute was disentangled 
from the seine, after two musket bullets had been 
fired into his head. Another accident, however, 
nearly occurred, for as the men, with bare legs, 
were crowding round what they supposed to 
be a dead fish, and looking at the fragments of 
blue serge that still adhered between the teeth 
of the saw, the monster slightly raised his head, 
and, pivoted on his belly, lashed from side to 
side with incredible swiftness and fury, the 
fearful weapon with which he was armed describ- 
ing a perfect semi-circle. Woe betide the luck- 
less man who had been within the reach of that 
deadly sweep !* 

Poor Sawyer, the foretopman, had expired 
shortly after reaching the ship. The saw had 

The above is no exaggeration. The author was present 
at the capture of a saw-fish of the same dimensions as the one 
here recorded; at San Bias, on the coast of Mexico, and the 
above is a faithful description of the way in which this ill- 
mannered brute conducted himself. 
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ploughed up the fleshy part of the thigh, sever- 
ing an important artery, and the abdomen w«is 
lacerated so fearfully that recovery was hope- 
less. 

At daylight on the following morning, Ralph 
was sent ashore with his boat's crew to prepare 
a grave, and selected a spot beneath a graceful 
palm-tree, standing on a slight eminence over- 
looking the scene of the catastrophe. At noon 
the mortal remains of the ill-fated sailor were 
laid in their last resting-place, and a cross, with 
the simple inscription-:- 

WiLLiAM Sawyer, A.B., 

H.M.S. Columbine, 

Dec, 1852, 

marks the mariner's island grave. 

Directly the funeral party had returned to 
the corvette, preparations were made for her 
immediate departure, and the utmost alacrity 
was shown by the men, over whom a gloom had 
been cast by their shipmate's death. By sunset 
Juan Fernandez was several miles on the lee 
quarter, and the Columbine again steered west- 
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ward, keeping a bright look-out for the deserted 
wreck. 

At ten o'clock next day land was reported 
from the mast-head, and by noon the corvette 
was close to the little island called Fernandez 
de Afuera (or seaward), and most of the officers 
were watching with admiration the high surf 
hurling itself against the precipitous shores, and 
falling backwards in showers of diamond spray, 
through which the sun shone with indescribable 
beauty. Ealph, whose watch it was, had 
brought up one of Dolland's powerful five-foot 
telescopes, and, leaning over the hammock 
netting, was surveying the scene, very much to 
his own satisfaction. 

"By Jove !'' he said, turning round to Sher- 
lock, who was standing in the waist close by, 
" I think I can make out something moving. 
Take a look. There, close to that thick mass 
of foliage. Can you see it V^ 

The trapper looked long and steadily in the 
direction indicated, and then replied — 

**Yes, I do see something, but I can't tell 
what it is ; most likely only a goat." 
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Somerville dived into the gunroom, where 
the old master was sipping his seven-beller, and 
delivered the message, much to that officers 
disgust, who rolled up the hatchway, vowing 
that the service was going to the devil, since a 
man could not swallow his grog in peace. 

" Master," said the captain, " I should like to 
close the land a little more. Can we do it ?'* 

" ril go down and look at the chart, sir," re- 
plied Grunter ; " there is plenty of water right 
alongside the island, I think." 

When the master returned on deck, the 
Columbine was kept away three points, and in 
half-an-hour was within a mile of the north end 
of Fernandez de Afuera, whose shores were 
eagerly scanned by every officer in the ship, for 
a rumour had reached the lower deck of some- 
thing unusual being visible on the island, and 
even the idlers, as the civilian portion of a 
man-of-war's complement are rather inappro- 
priately termed, turned up to see what was 
the matter. 

" Dear me," said Stone, the assistant-surgeon 
— who, being very short-sighted and dull of com- 
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prehension, could make out nothing of what 
waa going on — " what are they all looking at ?" 

" Watching an earthquake, of course/' replied 
one of the group of midshipmen to whom he 
addressed his question; "don't you see the 
island rocking? Old Grunter is afraid it is 
going to disappear, and then he would have to 
alter his charts ; so he has asked the skipper to 
send the sheet-anchor ashore on a grating and 
moor it." 

"How very odd," replied the unsuspicious 
medico. " I wonder whether the doctor knows 
it Have you seen him 1" 

" Yes, the skipper sent him for ard to stand 
sentry over the wind, and you're to relieve him 
in an hour," answered one of the mischievous 
lads. 

" That be hung for a yarn," echoed another ; 
" I saw him in the boatswain's store-room shoe- 
ing a goose." 

"Yes," replied a third, "but the nails 
wouldn't hold, so the skipper ordered him into 
the forechains to chew biscuit for the sick — a 
bread-bag full every four hours — and he's to 
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draw another set of teeth out of store when 
we get to Frisco (San Francisco). You had 
better not let the captain see you loafing about 
here, or he'll set you at the same work." 

" I wish he would," cried another of his tor- 
mentors, " if it was likely to choke you off the 
dough on Sundays." 

" No fear of it's doing that. It would only 
make him thirsty, and then he'd polish off all 
our grog." 

"Silence, young gentlemen,*' exclaimed the 
stem voice of the first lieutenant; "you're 
turning the ship into a bear-garden. What do 
you make out, Mr. Somerville ?" 

"There is somebody there, sir; I see one 
figure distinctly. It seems to be waving a flag 
or shawl. See, sir — close to that dark rift in 
the rock." 

It was now evident that one or more human 
beings were on the island, and, ordering the 
officer of the watch to heave the ship to and 
fire a gun as a signal to the castaways that they 
were seen, Captain Renshaw went below to con- 
sult with the first lieutenant and the master as 
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to the best means of effecting their rescue. Any 
attempt at landing would be out of the ques- 
tion unless the breeze died away, and, as this 
would not occur until sunset, it was resolved 
to stand off and on to leeward of the island 
until that time. As though obedient to the 
wishes of the Columbine's ship's company, the 
wind whispered itself away earlier than usual, 
and by five o'clock a landing was pronounced 
practicable. The captain's gig was a whaler, 
and, though small, was safer in a surf than the 
pinnace or any of the larger boats ; she was, 
therefore, lowered and placed under the com- 
mand of the second lieutenant, who, at the 
urgent entreaty of the lad, took Kalph with 
him. Provided with a hand-lead and line as a 
means of establishing a communication should 
the swell render the attempt at landing abor- 
tive, the whaler shoved off, and in a quarter of 
an hour was close under the rocks, against 
whose wave- worn sides the sea rose and fell in 
calm blue masses that wrinkled into frowns as 
they chafed against the obstacle, and finally 
seethed into a mass of foam, beautiful to behold, 
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but sadly hostile to the gig's crew setting foot 
ashore. 

" We can never attempt it in this swell," said 
Mr. Granville, the second lieutenant; "the 
boat would be knocked into lucifer matches in 
five minutes. Why the deuce don't the people 
show themselves, and then we could heave 
them the lead-line V 

" I am pretty active, sir," said Ralph, eagerly ; 
" and if you could back the boat within a few 
feet of that ledge, I could spring on to it and 
then climb up the cliff. I am sure I could, sir ; 
at the worst it would only be a ducking, and I 
can swim like a fish. Eemember, sir, it was I 
that first saw them, and surely I ought to bo 
the first to their rescue." 

"All devilish fine reasoning, my lad," re- 
turned the officer ; " but suppose you break your 
neck, what will Captain Eenshaw say then ?" 

** He would say, sir, that I was oiUy doing 
my duty. Come, Mr. Granville, let me try." 

" Well, I suppose it is the only chance, for I 
won't risk the boat, and I could not jump much 
myself," said the lieutenant, after a moment's 
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consideration, and regretfully eyeing his paunch, 
which was of the largest. **Take oflF your 
jacket, and make the lead-line fast under your 
arms. Now then, are you ready ? Back of all, 
men. Steady, steady. Stand by to give a 
stroke ahead. Now's your time ; jump. Give 
way, men. Hurrah 1 — well done, my lad 1 Now 
then, shin up that cliflF like a rigger, and sing 
out what you see when you get to the top." 

As the boat rose on the top of the swell, 
Kalph had accomplished the perilous leap suc- 
cessfully, and, having gained the summit, first 
made fast the lead-line to a tree, and then 
looked around him. The little plateau on 
which he stood was thickly covered with brush- 
wood, and into this the lad penetrated by what 
seemed a beaten track. Hardly, however, had 
he advanced ten paces, when a deep growl 
brought him to a sudden halt, and from the 
thicket before him bounded a huofe Cuban 
bloodhound, so lean and emaciated that every 
rib stood out in bold relief, whilst the dark 
muzzle flecked with foam and the fiery blood- 
shot eyes glaring at the intruder gave the 
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animal the aspect of a very fiend, as it crouched 
low upon the ground preparatory to making its 
spring. Like lightning the thought shot through 
Ralph's mind that the ferocious brute must be 
the descendant of dogs landed a hundred years 
before by the buccaneers, and he stood irreso- 
lute how to act, when a sweet voice from the 
underwood called the bloodhound back, and the 
slender form of a little maiden issued from 
behind the bush that had hitherto concealed 
her, and, throwing herself at Ralph's feet, raised 
her thin, wan young face pleadingly to his, and, 
with clasped hands and an utterance broken by 
sobs, implored mercy and assistance in the 
purest Castilian — that grand, sonorous old lan- 
guage, whose familiar tones carried Ralph back 
to his own childish days, passed amongst the 
natives of the sunny Peninsula. 

"Are you alone?" asked the young man in 
Spanish. 

"Alone? Oh yes, quite alone; there is 
nobody on the whole island except me. But I 
must not forget poor Zambro," she added, stoop- 
ing to pat the dog, who, with a low, deep growl, 
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was protesting against the intercourse his mis- 
tress was holding with a stranger. 

" You must come off with me at once," said 
Kalph ; " there is a boat waiting at the foot of 
the rocks. Did you not see it coming? and 
was it you waving this morning ?" 

" Oh yes, it was me ; and Heaven be praised 
that my signal was seen. I saw the boat leave 
the ship, and came down here to meet it ; but 
when it got close, I became frightened, and hid 
myself. I don't know why I was so foolish ; 
but sometimes my head swims and strange 
thoughts cross my mind. I think it must be 
because I have nothing to eat except fruits." 

'' Pohrecita,'* said Ealph, kindly; "lean 
upon my arm, and let us leave this horrible 
place, for dusk is already falling." 

Conducted by the young man, the girl soon 
reached the edge of the cliff, beneath which lay 
the boat 

" Gig there 1" hailed Kalph ; *' back in as far 
as you can. I have got a poor starving girl 
here, and will lower her down to you by the 
lead-line." 
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Making a bowline knot in the line, he seated 
the young Spaniard in it, and, using a tree as 
a belaying-pin, gently lowered her down the 
little cliff, the thin cord being more than suf- 
ficiently strong to support her slender weight. 
The girl was not the least frightened when she 
found herself suspended ; in fact, it was only 
weakness that prevented her descending by the 
path that Kalph had first climbed up, for 
scrambling amongst the beetling precipices with 
which the island was covered, in search of food, 
had familiarised her with heights, and worn 
away all sense of giddiness. With extended 
arms Granville stood in the stem-sheets to 
receive his unexpected visitor, and, by means of 
a boathook, she was hauled out from the little 
ledge on which she had rested for a moment ; 
and when the boat was reached and the bow- 
line was cast off, the good-natured lieutenant 
wrapped her in his cloak and made her lie down 
comfortably on the bottom boards of the gig. 

Ealph had by no means a pleasant time 
of it while helping his young friend in her de- 
scent, for Zambro waxed furious at seeing his 
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mistress disappear, and showed such manifest 
intentions of flying at the young man's throat, 
that he was exceedingly glad to swing himself 
over the clifi*, and give hia assailant a wide 
berth. 

"Why, how ia this?" asked Mr. Granville; 
"are there no more people on the island ?" 

" None, sir," replied Ralph, after again ques- 
tioning the girl. 

" And she has got nothing to bring oflf — no 
traps of any sort ?" 

In answer the poor giri shook her head sadly, 
and half withdrew from her bosom a sealskin 
package, which was secured round her neck by 
a silk ribbon. " I have nothing left in the 
world but this," she exclaimed ; " all else went 
down in the boat." 

"Then there is nothing to detain us," said 
Granville; "give way, men." 

" Oh, Zambro, Zambro 1" cried the girl, as the 
men bent to their oars ; and, obedient to his 
mistress' call, the tawny hound flupg himself 
oflF the cliflF into the sea, and was hauled on 
board the boat, which in half-an-hour reached the 
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Columbine; the castaways were handed care- 
fully inboard, the boat hoisted up, the sails 
filled, and when Ralph came on deck the next 
morning Fernandez de Afuera was out of sight, 
sunk beneath the western horizon. 

Most of my readers have probably surmised 
that the above little island has supplied me 
with what I sadly needed — a heroine. 
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" You can speak Span- 
ish, can you not, Mr. 
Somerville ?" asked 
Captain Rensbaw, as he 
I appeared on deck the 
following forenoon, 
holding by the hand 
the little castaway, who 
-^ was closely followed by 
her hound Zambro. The girl looked pale and 
suflfering; but the frightened expression had 
disappeared from her poor thin face, and, quit- 
ting the captain when she saw Ralph, she 
advanced towards him with outstretched hands, 
and murmured some expressions of gratitude in 
her own language. 

On our hero answering his commanders 
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query in the affirmative, the latter said — 
" Come down to my cabin after quarters, and 
try if you can discover how this poor child came 
to be left alone on a desert island. Arrow- 
smith, you must be present too, and let the 
doctor know I shall want him. And look here, 
Arrowsmith,'*' continued the skipper, " the poor 
little thing must have some new gear, for her 
own is in a sad condition." 

"I am afraid, sir, the Columbine is rather 
short of the material requisite for a lady's ward- 
robe ; but the purser must see what there is in 
the sloproom, and with drill and serge I dare 
say the ship's tailor can knock up something 
that will do until we reach Mazatlan." 

" Oh, if you please, sir," broke in Ralph, who 
had been standing by unseen, ** I have got a 
new silk poncho and a scarf that I bought at 
Valparaiso ; I am sure they would cut up into 
a pretty dress ; pray let me give them to the 
young lady." 

The captain smiled at the boy's eager tone ; 
but all the disciplinarian arose in the first lieu- 
tenant at the idea of a midshipman breaking 
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into their conversation, and he said sternly — 
" Over to the lee side, Mr. Somerville, and tell 
the mate of the upper deck to give out some 
bees'- wax and turpentine for the combings of 
the hatchways." 

" Gently, Arrowsmith, gently," said the cap- 
tain, as Kalph retired, abashed at the rebuke ; 
"he is a good lad, and always does his work 
well." 

" He is the best youngster we have," replied 
the lieutenant ; ** but they all want a taut hand 
over them, or they would turn the ship upside 
down. It was only a week ago that the young 
scamps cobbed Mr. Margin with a stocking full 
of wet sand, because a quid of tobacco was 
found in their plum dough." 

" Kather hard upon poor Margin," replied the 
captain, laughing ; " but I must go below now. 
Come down with the doctor and Somerville as 
soon as the retreat is beaten, and see what the 
purser can ferret out in the way of clothing." 

Half-an-hour afterwards the officers above 
named met in the captain s cabin, and Kalph 
elicited from the girl the simple story of her 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



94 



Ralph Somerville. 



life — a recital too often interrupted by bitter 
sobs, that wrung the hearts of the kindly sailors 
listening to her. 

Her name was Iflez de Valverde, and ever 
since infancy she had resided at the Convent of 
Nostra Senora del Carmen, near Copiapo, in 
Chili. The sisters were very kind to her, and had 
taught her to embroider, make her own clothes, 
and recite numberless prayers. Of her family 
she could only learn that they were living in a 
far distant land, and that some day she would 
be sent for to join them. A year ago she was 
taken into the lady superior's little room, and 
there found an elderly gentleman, who em- 
braced her tenderly, weeping over her, and 
bestowing on her every endearing expression. 
This gentleman was her father, who had been 
one of the leading proprietors of a large copper 
mine near Copiapo, and had now come in per- 
son to sell his share in the property, and retire 
with his daughter to Spain. He had a planta- 
tion in one of the West Indian islands, but in 
which Inez could not remember. The realisation 
of his Chilian property occupied nearly a year, 
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during which time he leased one of the best 
houses in the environs of the town, and his little 
daughter, now nearly fourteen years of age, 
kept house for him. All the legal formulae 
relative to the transfer of the mine being at 
length concluded, Don Pacheco de Valverde 
chartered a small schooner to convey him to 
Panama, calling on the way at Juan Fernandez, 
which the old Spaniard seemed to think might 
be turned to some advantageous purpose. Dur- 
ing the whole of this time the aflFection 
displayed by Don Pacheco towards his daughter 
was of the warmest character; the old man 
never seemed so happy as when the little girl 
was seated on his knee, watching the blue 
smoke curl upwards from his puro (cigar), and 
telling him anecdotes of the good sisters at the 
convent. 

At length all preparations were concluded, 
and the Don embarked with his daughter, who 
was accompanied by her faithful dog Zambro 
and two female attendants. All went well 
until Juan Fernandez was reached, but here the 
rascally Chilians became mutinous, and by 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



96 Ralph Somerville. 

threaits alone could they be persuaded to get up 
the anchor. Shortly after leaving the island a 
heavy gale came on, and the schooner then 
showed all her bad qualities. She was crank, 
leaky, undermanned; and the few hands she had 
were disobedient. Struck by a sudden gust of 
wind, she was laid on her beam ends, and only 
righted when the rotten shrouds parted and the 
masts went over the side, leaving her a water- 
logged wreck on the bosom of the broad ocean. 
Luckily, her cargo was of such a nature as to 
preclude the possibility of her sinking ; but for 
several days she lay helpless, battered by the 
waves, that swept her fore and aft, and on one 
occasion carried away two of the crew. At 
length the storm abated, but not until the sur- 
vivors had suffered terribly from thirst and 
constant exposure. One seaworthy boat was 
left, and in this the cowardly Chilians made 
their escape, leaving Don Pacheco, his daughter, 
and her two attendants on the wreck. By 
means of some tarred canvas, the old Spaniard 
patched up a small dingy, and the deserted 
family embarked in it, hoping to make Juan 
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Fernandez. The Don was profoundly ignorant 
of the management of a boat, or of navigation ; 
but the sea was luckily smooth, and by steer- 
ing a south course land became visible on the 
second day. This turned out to be Fernandez 
de Afuera, and the pangs of thirst compelled 
them to attempt a landing on its dangerous 
cliffs. Before entering the surf, the old 
Spaniard placed round his daughter's neck the 
little sealskin packet referred to in the last 
chapter. We have seen how difl&cult even the 
Columbine's whaler found it to establish com- 
munication with the shore ; therefore, it is not 
to be wondered at that the crazy dingy, under 
unskilful management, was hurled by the swell 
against the cruel rocks, and dashed into a 
thousand pieces. Poor little Inez remembered 
only the sudden immersion, the screams of the 
two women, the despairing gaze of her father, 
and the tawny muzzle of Zambro close beside 
her in the water, when unconsciousness over- 
took her. On recovering her senses, she found 
herself lying on a ledge of rock, against which the 
sea lapped lazily at intervals, watched over by 
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the bloodhound. Whether the surf had washed 
her up there, or whether the noble hound had 
dragged her there, she could not telL With 
great diflSculty both she and the dog gained 
the level ground, and she now looked eagerly 
for some trace of her father and attendants. 
Not even a chip of the little boat was visible ; 
and, as the certainty of her utter isolation broke 
upon the unhappy girl, she fell prostrate and 
unconscious on the ground. The sun was 
nearly setting when she came to herself, and 
the thirst which consumed her made an im- 
mediate search for water imperative. Most 
fortunately a trickling rill was found at no 
distance, and here both she and Zambro satis- 
fied their direst necessity. Creeping into the 
centre of some thick brushwood, the little cast- 
away lay down, and, having bidden her dumb 
companion to keep watch, soon sobbed herself 
to sleep. 

With the morning came hunger, and the 
little girl, after kneeling and praying fervently, 
set forth in quest of food. In the convent she 
had often seen books full of pictures of strange 
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and ferocious aniraals, and she advanced in fear 
and trembling, lest some opening in the bushes 
should bring her face to face with a savage 
tiger or a monster serpent At length a spot 
that seemed to have been at one time cleared 
by human labour was reached, and the girl 
gave a cry of joy as she recognised the tall 
cassava plant and the creeping vines of the 
sweet potato, with both of which she was fa- 
miliar, from their growing in the convent 
garden. Higher up the hUl, thousands of noisy 
sea-birds were visible — some flying seaward, 
others returning to their callow brood with the 
fish they had captured for breakfast. Quitting 
the plateau, she climbed upwards, and soon 
found hundreds of nests — ^some with eggs only, 
others occupied by young birds. Suddenly 
Zambro, who had followed her closely, darted 
forward, and a moment afterwards returned 
with a little animal in his jaws, somewhat larger 
than a rat, which he laid at his mistress' feet. 
Without fire, or any means of procuring it, flesh 
was useless to the castaway, and she threw the 
creature to its captor^ who, half famished, swal- 
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lowed it at a mouthful. Filling her skirt with 
eggs, the girl now descended to the plateau — 
Zambro catching several more rats — and, scrap- 
ing up some sweet potatoes with a sharp stone, 
she managed to satisfy the cravings of hunger 
with these and some raw eggs. Food, such as 
it was, had now been found in sufficient quan- 
tities to sustain both their lives for some time, 
and on the roots and eggs Inez managed to 
subsist for five long weeks. At the expiration 
of that time the Columbine hove in sight, and, 
as we have seen, thanks to the sharp eyes and 
the activity of Kalph, the girl was rescued from 
her solitary habitation. 

" By Jove, gentlemen," said the captain, as 
Ralph finished the story, " it is most fortunate 
that the young lady found the deserted garden 
— ^planted by the buccaneers, I suppose— or she 
must have perished. Tell her, Mr. Somerville, 
that I regret the pain the recital of her suffer- 
ings must have caused her; and also say the great 
pleasure her rescue has afforded to me and my 
officers. My steward shall prepare the port- 
side cabin for her use, and I dare say, Mr. Arrow- 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



''Las Tres Marias^ 101 

smith, you will direct the sailmaker to sling a 
cot." 

The first lieutenant bowed and withdrew, 
followed by Ralph ; but the latter had hardly 
made three paces when he felt a soft little hand 
glide into his, and a plaintive voice, backed up 
by beseeching glances from a pair of dark grey 
eyes still sufi'used with tears, murmured in 
Spanish — "Please do not leave me, Senor 
Officiale ; none of the others can understand 
me, and you are so kind," 

Poor Ealph blushed up to the roots of the 
hair, and hardly knew what to reply, until 
Captain Renshaw came to his rescue. 

** What does she say, Somerville 1" 

Our hero translated the little speech, at which 
the skipper looked rather grave ; but the jolly 
old doctor broke in — 

** Of course, sir, she must have a companion, 
and one nearer her own age than you or I. 
Tell Arrowsmith to excuse the lad his day 
watches, and then he can chatter Spanish as 
much as he likes to our young friend. Re- 
member, she is one of my patients still, and 
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plenty of nourishing food and kindness is what 
she most requires." 

"Very well, Ha3rw^ard/' said the captain, 
with a sigh; "but they will be skylarking 
about in a week's time, until I am driven out 
of my own cabin." 

The skipper and doctor were firm friends, 
and had been messmates in two different ships 
before, so the latter replied — 

" And suppose you are, Renshaw ; what does 
a little inconvenience matter, if you can distract 
this poor ocean waif from the sorrows that op- 
press her T 

"You are right, old friend," replied the 
captain, laying his hand affectionately on the 
doctor's shoulder; "you are right, and I am 
wrong in consulting only my own selfish feel- 
ings. It shall all be as you suggest. By-the- 
bye, I wonder whether the bloodhound has been 
fed. Steward, have a sheep killed at once, and 
see that the dog gets as much as it can eat." 

By the above conversation the reader will see 
that the captain and officers of H.M.8. Colum- 
bine were all fully prepared to make their un- 
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expected guests as happy as possible; but 
whilst the stance was proceeding in the cabin, 
a strange recognition was taking place on the 
upper deck, 

Zambro, who had hitherto closely attended 
on his mistress, had been ordered by her to 
remain on deck whilst she was narrating the 
story of her life. He had taken up a position 
between two of the foremost quarter-deck guns, 
and there remained, growling savagely and 
showing his teeth whenever any of the good- 
natured sailors attempted to caress him. Now 
Jack is very. fond of an animal, and generally, 
in the long run, contrives to make a pet of any 
living creature, no matter how unpromising. 
Dogs, monkeys, bears, even pigs, are made 
much of on board a ship, and the bluejackets 
were rather disappointed at finding their friendly 
advances met with growls only. 

" Confound it all, this will never do," grunted 
an old boatswain's mate, as he walked along 
the gangway, ruefully regarding the sleeve of 
his serge frock, out of which the savage hound 
had taken a good square six inches ; " I never 
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seen such a fierce devil in all my born days. 
Try what you can do with him, trapper ; you're 
used to outlandish animals." 

Thus appealed to, Sherlock, who was sitting 
on the booms, strolled aft to where the dog was 
lying, growling ominously when anyone ap- 
proached. The trapper mounted on the rear 
truck of a gun and peered over at the animal ; 
then stepping down, walked quickly up, 
saying — 

" Vcdga mi Dios! Esta ustedy Zamhro mioV 

At the sound of his voice the hound bounded 
up, and, placing his fore paws on Sherlock's 
shoulders, attempted to lick his face, with every 
manifestation of joy. 

" What the devil is the meaning of all this V 
broke in Sam Bateson, who was midshipman of 
the watch. ** Why are you men lingering abaft 
the mainmast ? Clear out forward, all of you ; 
and you, Mr. Distressed-British-subject, be oflFto 
your proper place on the forecastle, and take 
the ugly cur with you." 

Sam Bateson cordially hated the trapper be- 
cause of the friendship existing between him 
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and Ralph, and the ungenerous lad never lost 
an opportunity of reminding Sherlock of his 
true position, and wounding his feelings in the 
presence of the ship's company. Had it not 
now been for the man he thus wantonly insulted, 
it would have gone hard with Master Sam, for, 
at the conclusion of the above speech, he was 
injudicious enough to give Zambro a smart 
blow on the hind quarters with the strap of his 
telescope. In a moment the enraged animal 
turned, and, springing on his assailant, bore 
him heavily to the deck. Another second, and 
the terrible fangs would have been fixed in the 
young man's throat, but Sherlock seized the 
hound round the neck, and with great difl&culty 
dragged him oflF, whilst Sam, pale with terror, 
sprang on to the Jacob's ladder, and was soon 
safely seated half way up the main rigging. 
From that day forth it was necessary to keep 
Zambro tied up; and if ever Sam Bateson 
passed near the empty cask that formed his 
kennel, the hound would strain the chain until 
the leather collar half-strangled him. A pure- 
bred Cuban bloodhound never forgets the 
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BtraDger who has subjected him to the indignity 
of a blow. 

But the reader will be curious to know the 
connection between the trapper and the dog. 

Three years before, a man rode into Copiapo, 
mounted on a sturdy mule, and accompanied 
by two splendid bloodhounds, evidently mother 
and son. The traveller was worn to a shadow 
by low fever, and his strength seemed hardly 
sufficient to enable him to reach the nearest 
"posada. 

** Caramhar exclaimed a gaucho, who, twist- 
ing up a fresh paper cigar, had watched the 
sick man approach ; "eZ viagero is hard hit by 
the calentura.'* 

" Then he doesn't enter my house," cried the 
innkeeper. ** Hold, ^hombre, get you gone out 
of this. No fever-stricken people shall darken 
my door and die on my hands. No use your 
dismounting, seflor ; I won't take you in." 

" You had better try at the convent," shouted 
the gaucho, as the traveller rode wearily on- 
ward ; " the sisters will take you in, and per- 
haps cure you, quien sabe ?" 
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The man was correct The religious house 
opened its hospitable doors to the invalid, and 
the nuns of Nostra Senora del Carmen soothed 
the wayfarer with cooling drinks, distilled from 
the herbs that tradition had handed down to 
them as most eflScacious in cases of fever. Thus 
carefully tended, Tom Sherlock — for it was he — 
soon became convalescent. How to requite his 
kind hostesses now became his chief thought 
Money they would not take. What could he 
do? Be racked his brains in vain; but at 
length chance solved the problem. A daring 
attempt was made by some Indians to break 
into the chapel and steal the valuable sacra- 
mental vessels. The robbery would have been 
successful but for the trapper's two hounds, who 
pinned the foremost thief, and, by the uproar 
thus created, saved the plate. Sherlock was 
sleeping comfortably in his dormitory, and knew 
nothing of the disturbance until his favourite 
nurse — a little girl — ^acquainted him with it in 
the morning, and added — " Oh, seilor, if it had 
not been for your beautiful dogs, the ladrones 
would have murdered us all in our beds. The 
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lady mother says she must send for some to 
Cuba, and turn them loose in the garden at 
night" 

" You are likely to remain long at the con- 
vent, little one ?" asked the trapper. 

•* Quien sabe ?" replied the child. ** I don't 
know when my relations will send for me." 

** Then listen to me, chiquita. There are few 
things in the world I value so much as my dogs, 
for they are of a breed that is nearly extinct 
now ; but you, who have been so kind to me, 
will not be less so to my poor Zambro. Senorita, 
tell the lady mother that to-morrow I shall 
cease to trespass further on her hospitality, for 
I am well enough to ride now, and must push 
on into Araucaria to meet the party who are 
there awaiting me ; and say, also, that she need 
send for no dogs to Cuba as long as you and 
Zambro continue inmates of the convent." 

The following day Sherlock rode away, ac- 
companied by only one hound ; and little Ifiez 
passed a week in trying to win the affection of 
her new companion, who fretted for a while, 
but ultimately became so attached to his mis- 
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tress that he would hardly leave her when she 
went to chapel. 

When Inez came on deck she recognised her 
old patient at once, and her happiest time was 
when seated between Ralph and Tom near 
Zambro s kennel, the latter telling his adven- 
tures amongst the Indians, and the hound, with 
his head rested on her lap, looking up into the 
trapper's face, as though he understood every 
word that was spoken. 

But meanwhile the Columbine was speeding 
onward, and at length found herself becalmed 
amongst the Tres Marias Islands, within a 
couple of days' sail of Mazatlan. 

" Any game on these islands, master T asked 
the captain. 

"None that I know of, sir," replied old 
Grunter, "except turtle. The directory says 
the largest of the group, Maria Madre, is alive 
with them, and that plenty can be found on 
Maria Magdalena, the one nearest us.'' 

" Will the calm last, do you think T 

" Certain to, sir, until the sea breeze sets in." 

** Then FU send a boat ashore, and try to get 
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some. It will be a change for the ship's com- 
pany. What do you say, Jfiez? would you like 
a run on the island V he added, turning to the 
girl, who had now picked up sufficient English 
to understand a simple question. 

^'Mil gracias, senor d capitano/' replied 
Inez ; " and Don Ralpho and Zambro may go 
too?" 

" Certainly," said the good-natured skipper. 
" Mr. Arrowsmith, man one of the cuttei-s, and 
let the officers know a boat is going ashore." 

Inez hurried down the hatchway in search of 
Kalph, who was soon busied in getting his gun 
out of the case, and in a few minutes a party of 
several officers were seated in the stem-sheets 
of the cutter, in the bows of which squatted 
Tom Sherlock, holding his rifle and Zambro be- 
tween his knees. 

" Look out for the recall, Mr. Bateson," said 
the first lieutenant, as the boat shoved ofi"; "for 
if a breeze springs up you must return im- 
mediately." 

" Ay, ay, sir. Down. Give way together ;" 
and the cutter, with her happy freight, was 
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soon speeding towards the island Maria Mag- 
dalena. 

A landing was eflfected without difficulty, and 
the men spread themselves along the beach, 
cutting off the retreat of the turtle to the sea, 
and turning the unwieldy creatures on their 
backs, where they lay sprawling with their 
flappers, but perfectly helpless. Perfect silence 
was supposed to be the order of the day, but 
shouts of laughter arose when Stone, the 
assistant-surgeon, unwarily pursued a turtle, 
and was saluted with a shower of sand from the 
frightened reptile which nearly blinded him, 
and under cover of which his expected prey 
escaped safely to the water. Little Inez, 
Ralph, the trapper, and Zambro pushed into 
the interior of the island, in hopes of shooting 
some deer or jackass rabbits, of which Sher- 
lock declared there were plenty, despite the 
assertions of old Grunter to the contrary. The 
brushwood, however, proved so thick that the 
girl was unable to penetrate it, and she soon 
returned to the boat, telling Ralph to bring her 
back a deer-skin. For at least an hour the two 
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friends threaded their way through the tangled 
thicket, every now and then getting a glimpse 
of the tail of a rabbit as it disappeared amongst 
the undergrowth, and on one occasion seeing 
the branching antlers of a dun deer, but amidst 
too thick foliage to secure a shot. At length 
the ridge forming the back-bone of the island 
was reached, and from this elevation the keen 
eye of the trapper detected a herd of deer. 
Ralph looked at his watch and then at the cor- 
vette, which still lay becalmed about two miles 
from the island, her heavy canvas flapping 
lazily against the masts, and her bright copper 
glinting as she rose and fell gracefully on the 
long swell of the broad Pacific. 

" Come, Tom, there's plenty of time," he ex- 
claimed, anxiously; "the calm will last another 
three or four hours, and you know I have pro- 
mised to bring Inez a deer-skin." 

" That's all right enough," replied the trapper; 
" but I don't half like the look of the weather. 
It has been getting more and more sultry dur- 
ing the last two hours, and it's my belief we're 
going to have either an earthquake or a hurri- 
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cane. However, we'll try for a buck before we 
return. Even they seem to know that there is 
something unusual afoot, or they would never 
cluster together in a group instead of feeding." 

Thus saying, Sherlock and Ralph comnienced 
cautiously to descend the ridge towards the spot 
where the herd were standing, and speedily lost 
both sight and thought of the ship. 

" Grently," whispered the trapper ; " walk as 
if you were treading on eggs, and don't dis- 
lodge a single stone, or they will be out of sight 
in a moment" 

Ralph was excited to the highest pitch. In 
his uncle's park he had once or twice been 
allowed to kill a deer when venison was re- 
quired ; but this was the first time he had ever 
seen the graceful animals in a wild state. 
Cooper's Indian stories ran riot through his 
brain as he followed in the tracks of Sherlock, 
who glided through the brushwood with an ease 
the lad strove in vain to imitate ; and he pic- 
tured to himself the envy of his messmates 
when he should bring on board a noble buck, 
killed by his own hand, and should present the 
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antlers and skin to Ifiez, with some pretty com- 
pliment that none of the lookers-on would 
understand. 

From the direction they were taking Ralpn 
thought the trapper was making a most unneces- 
sary circuit; but the old hunter knew his 
business, and was stealing upon the game by 
the best sheltered route. Suddenly the latter 
stooped, and motioned to our hero to do the 
same ; then, laying his finger on his mouth to 
enjoin silence, he caught Ralph by the arm, and, 
gently parting the bushes, showed the herd 
standing unsuspiciously in an open space not 
forty yards from their place of concealment. 

The trapper pointed out the leader, a fine 
buck, who, standing a little apart from his 
seraglio, swept his graceful head from side to 
side to free his flanks of the flies, and ever and 
anon stamped impatiently with his little hoof, 
as though conscious of some hidden danger. 
Ralph raised his gun eagerly, but it was not 
half way to the shoulder when Sherlock seized 
his arm and compelled him to lower the weapon* 
The lad could not understand the meaning of 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



''Las Tres Marias!' 115 

this interference, but was wise enough to obey- 
without remonstrance, and in a few minutes the 
trapper released him, and motioned that he 
might fire. Now Ralph found out what his 
companion meant. On first sighting the game, 
his excitement was such that he could hardly 
have hit a hay-stack, much less so small a mark 
as a deer presented. Now, on the contrary, his 
nerves had steadied down, and when he brought 
the weapon to bear upon the object, he held it 
immovable as a rock until fire flashed forth, 
and the buck, leaping high in the air, fell prone 
to the earth, shot through the heart. Ralph 
quite forgot he had a second barrel, but Sher- 
lock, pitching his long Kentucky rifle forward, 
brought down a fat doe before the little white 
tails of the frightened herd disappeared in the 
thicket. 

With a shout of triumph Ralph burst out of 
the brushwood, followed more leisurely by the 
trapper and Zambro, the latter keeping close at 
the heels of his former master in a manner that 
showed convent life had not rendered him quite 
oblivious of his early training. 
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" We shall never be able to carry both the 
animals back to the boat/' said Sherlock ; " we 
-must break them upj and take only the tit-bits. 
Why, what's this ?— rain T 
. During the excitement of stalking the deer, 
neither of our friends had paid much attention 
to the sudden change which had taken place in 
the weather. The sun had become overclouded 
before they had reached the ridge, and now 
the whole sky .to the north-west looked black 
and threatening ; dense clouds drifting sullenly 
overhead, from whence fell a few drops of heavy 
rain; and the air had that indescribable feeling 
which indicated the presence of some great 
atmospheric change. 

" We must look sharp," said Sherlock, " or 
we shall not regain the boat without a wet 
jacket There's thunder too. I didn't think 
it was so close upon us as that" 

" No," cried Ealph, " it's not thunder, it's a 
gun from the Columbine. By Jove, Tom, we 
must leave the venison and hurry back. I'd 
no idea it was so late ; we've been more than 
two hours away from the boat." 
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" Come along, then," cried Sherlock, ** for we 
cannot possibly reach the beach in less than an 
hour. Ill just cut oflF the ears to show our time 
has not been misspent." 

Seizing their weapons, the friends made for 
the nearest point of the ridge, from whence they 
could descend in a straight line to the boat ; 
but before they got half way the rain pattered 
down in heavier drops, and currents of cold air 
were swept past them from the north-west. 

"There's the corvette,*' cried Ealph, as he 
reached a height ; " and the recall is flying. 
By Jove, we shall only just be in time. I can 
see the boat. The men are all in her, and are 
waiting with their oars tossed for us. ; Look, 
Tom, there is another gun ; and see, the hands 
are going aloft to furl the upper canvas. Come 
along, like a good fellow, for this is becoming 
serious." . 

In his anxiety the young man had sprung 
ahead of . his companion, but, receiving no 
answer, he turned round and saw Tom Sherlock 
sitting down on a rock holding up his foot In 
a moment Ealph was by his side. . 
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" What is the matter, Tom V 

'* Sprained ankle/' was the laconic reply. 
" You must go on and leave me. A hurricane 
is close at hand, and I can never reach the boat 
You go on, sir ; but first give me all your spare 
powder and shot. I shall do well enough after 
a time." 

'* By heaven, FU never desert you !" cried the 
lad, impetuously. " Til hurry down and get 
four men to carry you. Stop here till I 
return." 

" Small fear of my roaming far,'' replied the 
trapper, with a faint smile, as Ralph threw 
down his gun and other impedimenta and 
plunged headlong through the brushwood. He 
had nearly two miles to make before he could 
reach the water, and ere half that distance was 
accomplished the rain fell in torrents, and the 
wind moaned threateningly through the trees. 
Three reports were borne to his ear as the cor- 
vette fired as many guns in rapid succession, 
and when at length he emerged from the scrub 
and stood upon the beach, torn, breathless, and 
bleeding, his straining eyes could just make out 
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the cutter being hoisted up to the davits, and 
in a few minutes the Columbine, under close- 
reefed maintopsail and reefed foresail, and with 
her topgallant-masts on deck, was standing 
out towards the open sea, followed by one 
of the fearful hurricanes that sometimes sweep 
over the broad surface of the usually placid 
Pacific. 
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CHAP. V. — A HURRICANE AND ITS CONSEQUENCES. 

For some moments our 
hero stood gazing at 
the fast lessening ship, 
and hardly knowing 
whether to believe the 
evidence of his own 
senses; but soon with 
a wild shriek the storm 
came swooping down, 



AN UNWELCOME VISITOR. 



when he was glad to reach the shelter of a 
friendly rock, and, crouching down under its 
lee, avoid the hail of sand, sticks, and stones that 
were hurled forward by the tempest The 
whole surface of the water was churned into a 
sheet of foam, and the branches of the tough 
lignum-vitsB trees were snapped off as though 
they had been brittle pipe-stems. Even the 
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fearless Zambro was awed by the conflict of the 
elements, and crouched down by Ralph's side, 
trembling and moaning piteously when a 
brighter flash of lightning than usual illumined 
the landscape^ or a louder peal of thunder broke 
like a broadside of artillery over the group of 
islands. Though drenched and miserable, the 
lad s buoyant spirits soon gained the ascendant, 
and, remembering the helpleas condition of his 
companion, he resolved to face the storm and 
rejoin him. He little knew the power of a. real 
hurricane, for immediately, he put foot outside 
the shelter of the rock he was thrown, down flat 
upon his back, and only by crawling on hands 
and knees could he regain his. former position.. 
Nothing now remained but to continue there 
until the storm subsided, and, with : his back 
against the .rock apd. his knees tucked up to, his 
chin, our. hero awaited any sign of its decreas- 
ing violence. ....... 

, Darkness came ^rapidly on, and . the . viyid 
flashes of . blue, lightning, making visible the 
other islands, against which the surf was driven, 
in fleecy clouds, rendered the scene one of awful 
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beauty. Sometimes the glare was so intense 
that the boy involuntarily shaded his eyes, and 
then came a crash of thunder that seemed to 
shake to its very base the solid rock against 
which he was leaning. Suddenly he felt 
Zambro coming dose to him, and, putting his 
hand on the dog's back, found that every hair 
was bristling, either with rage or terror. No 
voice could be heard above the howling of the 
tempest; but Ralph attempted to soothe the 
animal with his hand, whilst he waited for the 
next flash of lightning to reveal the cause of its 
uneasiness. This was soon discovered. A 
lurid gleam showed the terrified lad the hideous 
form of a huge rattlesnake, coiled up within two 
feet of the hound's nose, its head raised threaten- 
ingly, and its rattles evidently being violently 
agitated, though their sound was not audible 
owing to the wind. For a moment Ralph sat 
paralysed with terror, and undecided how to 
act. He was quite unarmed, for he had left his 
gun with Sherlock, and not even a rotten bough 
could be found to rid him of his formidable 
visitor, who had evidently sought the rock for 
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shelter, and was exasperated at the sight of the 
dog. One thing seemed clear to Ralph — that 
either the new-comer or himself and Zambro 
must quit the premises ; and, having no means 
in his power- to eject the intruder, it became 
manifest that he and bis dog must turn out into 
the storm, and the sooner the better, for the 
snake's poisonous fangs might strike the latter 
at any moment. Edging gently along, closely 
followed by his dumb companion, the lad soon 
arrived at the spot from whence he had made 
his last attempt to sally forth into the storm, 
A good fifteen feet of sand now lay between 
the dog and the reptile, and a flash showed the 
latter still coiled in its old position, but with its 
rattles shaking and its baleful eye fixed upon 
its enemies. "Well," thought Ralph, ''if it 
doesn't come any nearer, there will be room for 
us all until the wind has dropped a little more, 
which it seems inclined to do. Til keep my 
eye on the venomous brute, and if it shows a 
sign of approaching, then we can clear out." 

The storm was now evidently lulling, and 
though the rain still descended, it was not 
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nearly with its former violence. Glancing at 
his watch, Ralph found that it was midnight, 
and he was weather-wise enough to know that 
a lull at that hour would probably be followed 
by the cessation of the gale. After returning 
his watch to his pocket, he took another look at 
his unpleasant neighbour, and saw that it had 
been joined by a second snake, who apparently v 
had not seen them, for it was crawling slowly, 
towards them along the foot of the rock. 
*' Come, Zambro," cried Balph, " it's quite time 
that we gave this place a wide berth now, or 
some more of the family may take a fancy to 
paying us a visit from this side of .the island, 
arid then: we should be between two -fires." 
- On emerging from their place of retreat, the 
wind was found to be much less violent, though 
thJBre was slill difficulty in making way against 
it The drenching rain had evidently driven 
numbers of noxious and venomous reptiles from 
the brushwood in . which . they usually, lurked, 
and, as the lightning was now much reduced in 
intensity, and : frequent intervals of several 
minutes occurred between the flashes, during 
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which everything was buried in the deepest 
darkness, Ralph judged it wisest to make straight 
for the sea, and lie down as close to the water as 
possible. " For, "thought he, " there is nothing 
to induce a rattlesnake to go down to the salt 
water, and the sharks cannot come up on the 
land." 

Scraping a hollow in the sand, the lad throw 
himself full length into it, and, worn out by 
fatigue and the excitement of so eventful a day, 
soon dropped off into a heavy slumber. When 
he awoke the sun was just gilding the east ; the 
sea — though still heaving with a long swell, and 
foaming against the weather side of the islands 
— was unruffled by the slightest breeze, and, but 
for the broken boughs and uprooted trees that 
were visible in every* direction, few could have 
imagined the fearful gale that had been raging 
a few short hours before. * ' r 

Ralph's first care, after stretching his cramped 
limbs, was to cut a stout switch and go in quest 
of the reptiles that had driven him from- his 
shelter the night before. The earliest iiitruder 
was found still coiled up, and was speedily 
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killed by a blow from the stick ; the other had 
disappeared. The lad now looked round in 
hopes of finding the track he had made through 
the brushwood when rushing down to catch the 
boat, but the storm had obliterated every trace 
of it ; indeed the scrub was so blocked up 
with branches of trees and their uplifted roots 
that journeying through it was both painful and 
slow work. Kalph had descended the incline 
in such a hurry that he hardly knew which 
direction he should pursue in order to join the 
trapper; but Zambro seemed to know what 
was wanted, and, marching steadily before, 
guided him to the very rock on which he had 
left his friend seated the afternoon before. The 
spot was vacant now ; but Ralph knew Sherlock 
could have moved but a very short distance 
with his sprained ankle, and so, mounting on 
the stone, gave a loud halloo, which was 
speedily answered from among the brushwood a 
little on his right hand. 

Pushing through the undergrowth, the lad 
arrived at a cave some fifty yards distant, 
within which the trapper was seated, his right 
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boot oflF, and the ankle bound up with strips of 
his shirt, beneath which was a poultice of bruised 
leaves, whose virtues had become known to the 
hunter during his residence among the Indians. 
He was quite astonished at seeing Ralph, who, 
he made ce.rtain, had gained the boat and got 
safely on board the corvette ; " but," he added, 
" I must confess I am not sorry you were left 
behind, for I should have been half-starved by 
the time my sprain was sufficiently well to enable 
me to walk. But now, sir, the first thing to 
think of is breakfast, and then we can have a 
poW'WOW (the Indian term for a consultation). 
There is no good ever gained by talking on an 
empty stomach. Do you think you could find 
the place where we left the venison V 

" I hardly know," replied Ralph ; " but I will 
certainly do my best, for I am very hungry. 
The hurricane has altered everything so much 
that I should have been hours hitting upon 
your retreat had it not been for Zambro." 

"Well, but Zambro can take you to the 
venison also. Get your gun and change the 
caps, for perhaps you may see some game on 
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your road, and then I'll tell the dog what to do. 
Are you loaded with ball ?" 

" Only the left barrel ; the other has shot 
m it. 

" Then you are prepared for either a jackass 
rabbit or a deer. Here, Zambro,*' cried Sher- 
lock, " smeU this, viego^' and he pulled from 
his pocket one of the ears that he had cut off 
the buck on the previous day and held it 
towards the hound, who sniffed it eagerly and 
licked the raw edge. "Now, sir, call him, and 
he will lead you there straight enough; and 
don't overload yourself, but break down a bough 
every here and there, so that you can find your 
way back easily." 

Ralph threw his gun over his shoulder and 
followed the dog, who was already manifesting 
signs of impatience. On topping the ridge, the 
spectacle was very grand. The heavy swell 
broke in clouds of spray on the rocks, sending 
particles of moisture far inland, and sounding 
like suppressed thunder as it spent its wrath on 
the island. On this side also the ravages of the 
hurricane were more perceptible than on the 
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less exposed portion where our friends had 
passed the night Huge trees were torn up by 
the roots, and formed a chevaux-de-frise 
through which the lad made his way with diffi- 
culty; but at length the glade where the 
venison lay was reached, and Kalph sat down 
for a few minutes, under the shade of a tree, to 
rest after his exertions. Zambro, however, 
threw up his head, sniffed the air, and then 
bounded towards the spot where the deer had 
fallen, and commenced to bay furiously at some 
object in a large tree that Ealph could not as 
yet catch sight of. Certain that the houjid had 
discovered an enemy, the young man hurried 
forward, and, on reaching the body of the buck, 
was surprised to find the skin torn open and 
half of the carcase eaten. ** What in the world 
can this mean ?" he thought, as he rapidly 
traversed the few yards that separated him 
from Zambro ; " there must be some savage 
animal on the island." 

Seeing aid at hand, Zambro became perfectly 
furious, rearing himself against the stem of the 
tree, and scratching the bark with his fore paws 
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in the futile attempt to reach his foe. Ralph 
looked up and saw, extended along two lateral 
boughs, a pair of the dreaded North American 
jaguars (Leopardus Onca), their muzzles still 
bloody from the repast in which they had been 
interrupted, their eyes glaring fiercely at the 
intruders, and their long tails switching omin- 
ously from side to side. 

He stood for a moment undecided how to 
act, but the many tales he had heard from the 
trapper during his night watches regarding the 
ferocity of these animals, and the knowledge 
that only one barrel of his gun was loaded with 
ball, convinced him that it would be worse than 
folly to attack them ; so, still keeping his face 
towards the tree and his weapon in readi- 
ness in case of an emergency, he retreated 
backwards towards the mutilated venison, and 
hastily detaching a haunch from the buck, which 
had received no injury, he made the best of his 
way towards the opening in the brushwood 
from whence he had emerged upon the glade, 
calling loudly on Zambro to follow him. After 
some little time the hound obeyed, when Ralph, 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



A Hurricane. 131 

ordering him to heel, took up a position in the 
thicket from whence he could observe the move- 
ments of the foe. In about ten minutes the 
jaguars leaped lightly down from the tree, and 
stealthily approached the carcases of the deer, as 
though apprehensive of some snare. Finding 
nothing suspicious, they resumed their meal, 
and our hero could plainly hear the cracking 
sound as the bones of the deer were crunched 
under their powerful jaws. 

It may not be amiss here to say a few words 
regarding the American tiger, which is hardly 
as familiar to the English reader as its Asiatic 
brother. It is the largest of the New World 
camivora, and inhabits the warmer parts of 
both South and North America. Though vary- 
ing considerably in size, it is not infrequently 
met with as large as the Bengal tiger, tlie 
height at the shoulder ranging between two and 
three feet, though the latter is rather the 
exception than the rule. Its colour resembles 
that of the leopard, but the spots are more 
angular and open, with a black dot in the centre 
of each ; across its breast also are found two or 
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three black stripes, and by this.it can always 
be distinguished from the leopard, whose chest 
is pure white. Its tail also, though reaching 
the ground, is rather shorter than that of the 
latter animal. The jaguar inhabits the dense 
forests of its native country, and from all 
accounts may be called omnivorous, preying on 
everything, from horses down to shell-fish. It 
seems strange that it should venture to attack 
the former ; but the number of horses annually 
destroyed by these animals in the neighbour- 
hood of Paraguay was formerly enormous. Mr. 
Wood instances that a jaguar has been known 
to swim across a wide river, to kill a horse, to 
drag it some sixty yards to the water-side, to 
plunge it into the stream, to swim across the 
river with its prey, to drag it out of the water 
after reaching the opposite bank, and, finally, 
to carry it off into a neighbouring wood. The 
natives of the country where the jaguar lives 
assert that, even when two horses have been 
fastened to each other, it has been known to kill 
one of them, and to drag off the living and the 
dead horse in spite of the struggles of the sur- 
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vivor. Humboldt mentions having seen a 
jaguar " which in length surpassed that of all 
the tigers of India which I had seen in the 
collections of Europe." When to this gigantic 
strength it is added that the jaguar is almost as 
much at home in the water as on the land, and 
that, unlike the Bengal tiger, it is a splendid 
climber, ascending the highest trees in quest of 
its favourite prey (monkeys), the reader can 
hardly wonder at the dread with which it is 
regarded by the badly-armed natives of Central 
America; for, though rarely venturing to attack 
human beings openly, it will stealthily follow 
parties for days, and suddenly dropping from a 
tree upon the hindmost man, will escape into 
the forest with the victim before his friends can 
offer any assistance. In most cases this savage 
brute attacks from a tree or an elevated rock ; 
and if its prey be a large animal, such as the 
horse, it pounces down upon its shoulders, 
places one paw under the muzzle and the other 
on the back of the neck, and then, with one 
terrible wrench, completely dislocates the neck. 
Kalph found it pretty hard work to scramble 
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through the brushwood with his gun and the 
haunch of vemson; but the thought of the 
dangerous enemies he had left behind winged 
his footsteps, and, in a far shorter time than he 
was himself aware of, he stood flushed and 
breathless at the entrance of Tom Sherlock's 
cave, and told him all that had occurred 

** Whew-w I" exclaimed the latter ; "jaguars 
are there ! A pair of them too ! It would not 
so much matter if there was only one, for, unless 
pressed by hunger, it would keep out of the 
way, or swim to another island ; but two being 
together renders the matter very different 
However, let us have our breakfast first, for 
they are not likely to come this way yet awhile, 
after all the good venison they have robbed 
us of." 

A fire had been lighted by the trapper im- 
mediately after Ralph's departure, and the wood 
was now burnt down to clear white ashes. On 
these he threw the slices of venison, which were 
soon cooked through, and our friends made a 
hearty breakfast on broiled buck, which stayed 
their appetites, though the want of either bread 
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or vegetables was much felt by Ralph* For 
drink they had only the water from a rivulet 
which trickled over the rocks, generally clear 
as crystal, but now muddy from the disturbance 
of the previous night. 

When this light repast was ended, and a good- 
sized junk of meat given to Zambro, Tom Sher- 
lock, carefully filling and lighting his pipe, 
opened the pow-wow. 

" Now, sir, I have turned aU this over in my 
mind since you have been away, and I must say 
that we are not so badly oflF as might have been 
expected. We have got plenty of water ; there 
are both deer, rabbits, and pigeons on the island 
— not to mention turtle — ^and we have got 
enough powder and shot to last us some time 
with economy. Yesterday I observed on the 
other side of the ridge the leaf of the wild yam, 
and I iave no doubt that when we make a 
search it will be found in abundance. This 
will supply us with a substitute for bread until 
we can find something better ; for, frequented 
as these islands are by woodcutters, who come 
annually in gangs of twenty or thirty to cut 
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lignum vitae, it is almost certain that a plot of 
ground has been cleared by them and vegetables 
planted. Anyhow, we shall experience no diffi- 
culty in living until the return of the corvette, 
which ought to take place in a week, or ten 
days at the farthest. This is the bright side of 
the case. The drawbacks consist in the presence 
of the jaguars, and in my sprained ankle. 
However, the latter will not keep me a prisoner 
for long, as I know the Indian fashion of treat- 
ing a hurt of this kind, and I hope to be 
knocking about to-morrow morning." 

*' To-morrow morning I" cried -Kalph, in 
astonishment ; " why, your leg is swollen nearly 
to the knee ; you will not be able to use it for 
weeks." 

"That swelling will all be gone by the 
night," replied the trapper. "Already the 
pounded leaves and the constant application of 
cold water have taken away all pain, and by 
this time to-morrow I shall be able to hobble 
along — slowly, I grant you, but quite fast enough 
to search for the jaguars, if they have not paid 
us a visit before then. We must spend the 
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remainder of the day in collecting sufficient fire- 
wood to last all night, and in cutting down 
enough saplings to make a barricade across the 
mouth of the cave/' By night the skulking 
devils will be hungry again, and, if they mean 
mischief, that will be their time for an attack." 

" But you have never told me how you found 
this splendid cave," said Ralph. " What would 
not I have given for such a place when I was 
crouched up alongside of Zambro and the rattle- 
snake last night" 

" Oh, it was quite by chance. After you 
left I wanted to bathe my foot, and, thinking I 
heard water trickling over the rocks, I made 
shift to crawl through the brush, and came upon 
this cave, in which I managed to keep myself 
and the guns dry. It was full of large bats 
when I first entered it, dozens of tiiem hanging 
head downward from the roof; they quite 
frightened me, flapping round my head, and I 
had to thrash about with a stick before I could 
get rid of some of them. But come, sir, the 
work will all fall on your shoulders to-day, and 
you must commence collecting firewood, for we 
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must have a roaring blaze all night. Keep a 
sharp look-out, when you turn over a log, for 
snakes, scorpions, and centipedes, they always 
hang about old timber." 

Kalph, who saw the importance of the object, 
set to work with a will, and in three or four 
hours had gathered together a goodly stock of 
windfall wood. Sherlock then made him rest 
for some time, during which more venison was 
broiled on the embers, and the mid-day meal 
despatched. The lad then commenced bring- 
ing up saplings and green boughs to form some 
protection to the mouth of the cave, which, 
luckily, was not very wide. Many small trees 
had been blown down by the hurricane ; others 
he managed to fell with the trapper's heavy 
bowie-knife; and under the guidance of the 
latter a rough but strong barricade was erected 
by sundown, and as the friends sat behind it, 
eating their third meal of venison and watching 
the blaze of the fire outside, they both felt 
pretty confident that their prowling enemies 
would never venture on an attack. 

The unusual amount of work he had that 
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day performed had tired our hero nearly out, 
and, whilst still gazing at the fire, he found 
himself nodding. Seeing this, Sherlock insisted 
on his lying down and sleeping, to which Kalph 
consented on his companion promising to call 
him at two o'clock, by which time he would be 
refreshed enough to take his turn at watching 
and keeping up a blaze. Zambro was already 
sound asleep, and, from the convulsive twitch- 
ing of his limbs and the smothered growls in 
his throat, seemed to be engaging a whole island 
full of jaguars in his dreams. Ealph threw 
himself beside the hound, thought of his strange 
position, looked wonderingly at the figure of the 
trapper, who, with his heavy rifle between his 
knees, was sitting motionless upon a stone, 
blinked once or twice at the flickering flame, 
and then lost all consciousness in deep slumber. 

He was awoke from a dream, in which Inez 
took no small part, by a shake of the shoulder 
and Tom Sherlock's voice saying — 

" Now, sir, time to get up. You know you 
made me promise to call you," he added, apolo- 
getically, as Ralph sat up, rubbing his eyes. 
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" But I am not a bit tired ; you lie down and go 
to sleep again." 

But this the youngster would not hear of, so 
Tom resigned the watch and lay down to rest^ 
after again impressing upon him the necessity 
of keeping up a brilliant flame. 

Ealph was not good at night watches. 
Though, he is the most prominent personage of 
his sex in this history, and though I have per- 
sonally the greatest affection for him, I should 
not be fulfilling my duty as a faithful chronicler 
if I asserted that he loved the contemplation of 
the " starry firmament " better than his ham- 
mock. He sat down on the seat his friend had 
vacated, with his gun between his knees, and 
stared at the blaze. For some time the sense 
of the responsibility resting upon him kept him 
wide awake, and he mused over the chequered 
events of the last forty-eight hours ; but gradu- 
ally the heat of the fire and the fatigue he had 
undergone overpowered him, and, leaning back 
against the side of the cave, he sank into dream- 
land. How long he slept was never known ; 
but he was suddenly awakened by the furious 
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baying of the hound and the discharge of the 
trapper's rifle, followed by a dull sound, as a 
heavy mass hurled itself against the barricade 
with a terrific roar, that curdled the very blood 
in the listeners' veins. Then the lad knew that 
he had slept upon his post, for the fire was 
nearly out, and the cave was attacked by 
jaguars I 

But I must now turn to our heroine and the 
Columbine. The cutter had not left the ship 
fcwo hours when the glass began to fall rapidly, 
and the heavy feeling in the air before described 
made it evident that some great change was at 
hand. The master went down to the captain's 
cabin and warned him of the coming storm, 
upon which the latter ordered the cutter's recall 
to be immediately hoisted, and impatiently 
paced the quarter-deck awaiting the report that 
the boat had left the island. Little Ifiez, who 
was sitting in the stern-sheets of the cutter 
watching the men dragging the heavy turtle 
along the sand and tumbling them into the 
boat, was the first to see the signal, and at once 
pointed it out to Sam Bateson. The young 
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man was delighted — "Now/* he thought^ "I 
have got a chance of paying off Master Ralph ; 
for, if I leave without him, the skipper must 
send ashore again, and then he'll get into no 
end of a row. All hands on board 1" he cried. 
" Here, drop that turtle, you Jones ; there is no 
time now, the recall is hoisted." 

After giving his orders rapidly, Sam ran to 
the third lieutenant, who was one of the party, 
and, touching his cap, reported that the corvette 
had signalled for their return. 

" Very well, Bateson ; see everybody in the 
boat, and 111 be with you in a moment" 

Sam hastened back and hurried the men 
forward. The turtle were soon stowed away, 
and the crew in their places with the oars 
tossed. 

" All ready, sir," reported Sam. 

" Shove off, then," said the lieutenant. 

"Oh, sehor teniente^ you are not leaving 
without Don Ralpho, the trapper, and Zambro ?" 
cried Inez, who, with wide-stretched eyes, had 
been watching the hasty preparations for de- 
parture. 
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**By Jove, they are not in the boat I'* 
exclaimed the lieutenant ; and, turning to Sam, 
he added, "I thought you reported yourself 
ready ?" 

" My orders, sir, were to leave the moment 
the recall was hoisted ; and I quite forgot to 
mention that Mr. Somerville was still on the 
island." 

" Well, we must wait for them, and you can 
tell the first lieutenant I authorised you to 
do so." 

" If you please, sir, Mr. Arrowsmith was very 
particular about our returning the moment the 
signal was made." 

In his anxiety to serve his old school-fellow 
a bad turn, Sam spoke so eagerly that his tone 
struck the lieutenant, who, eyeing him sternly, 
said — 

" By Heaven I one would think you were 
glad to leave your messmate on shore, Mr. 
Bateson. You will be good enough to remember 
that I am senior officer in this boat, and you 
have my orders to remain here, at all events for 
the present. Now lay the oars in, and take all 
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the men but the bowmen up to the edge of the 
scrub, and hail together ; perhaps they may be 
within hearing. I wonder you did not think 
of this yourself." 

Sam did as he was ordered, but no answer- 
ing call came to the repeated shouts of the men, 
and at last, when the corvette had fired five 
guns, and the rain commenced to patter down, 
the good-natured lieutenant reluctantly gave 
the order to shove off, and the boat barely 
reached the ship before the hurricane burst on 
her in all its fury. 

Poor little Inez went down into her cabin 
and cried her lovely eyes red for the loss of her 
companion ; and, leaving her there, I must ask 
the reader to follow me on to the upper deck 
of the Columbine, which presented a scene of 
great animation. The upper canvas had been 
furled, the yards sent on deck, the topgallant - 
masts housed, and, under close-reefed maintop- 
sail and reefed foresail, the corvette was running 
to the south-west with the wind on her starboard 
quarter. The men were busy in securing the 
spare spars and double-breeching the guns, for 
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it was evident to the youngest lad on board 
that what they were now called upon to 
encounter was no ordinary gale of wind. 

Amidst the torrents of rain that fell, the 
captain and old Grunter stood on the weather 
side of the bridge trying to make each other 
hear ; but the howling of the tempest rendered 
it impossible, and the captain motioned the 
master to accompany him down below. 

" Well, master," said the former, '* weVe got 
her pretty snug now and under command ; let 
us have a look at the chart Could we not run 
into Manzanillo ? " 

"Unsafe, sir. The holding-ground is bad, 
and the bay is exposed to the full fury of this 
wind. Better get a few hours' offing, and then 
lie to." 

" But we shall be getting miles away from 
the Tres Marias, and I must return as soon as 
possible to the rescue of young Somerville and 
his companion. It is a most unfortunate thing," 
added the skipper, he and old Grunter clinging 
to the table for support, as the ship gave a 
heavier lee lui'ch than usual. " The lad s father 
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was my chum when I first went to sea, and 
I would not have anything happen to him 
for all I am worth. Excuse me a minute, 
Grunter, but I hear that poor little girl crying 
in her cabin. I must go in and try to calm 
her, for of course she is fretting over the loss of 
her companion." 

But notwithstanding all the consolatory 
phrases that Captain Eenshaw was master of, 
both in Spanish and English, Inez refused to be 
comforted, and, amidst broken sobs, she de- 
clared that everything she cared about was 
gone, and that nothing remained for her but to 
die. 

"But consider, my dear young lady," said 
the puzzled skipper, "that they are probably 
safer than we are. They have got good sound 
land under their feet ; and Sherlock is too good 
a hunter to allow hunger to trouble them. In 
a few hours the gale will have blown over, and 
then we will make the best of our way back ; 
and you and your friends will have many a 
good laugh over your present fright. The boat 
stopped for them as long as possible; indeed 
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Mr. Bateson is to blame for not returning 
sooner." 

" It was not Senor Bateson that ordered the 
boat to remain/* cried Inez, passionately ; " it 
was the good Teniente Armstrong. Senor 
Bateson wanted to leave Ealpho on shore; I 
know he did. He hates him, and the hunter, 
and Zambro. He is a bad, wicked young man, 
senor ; I know it by his eyea I have seen him 
sometimes looking at Ealpho as if he could 
murder him." 

" Well, well, never mind all that now. You 
get into your cot and go to sleep. By the time 
you wake up I hope the hurricane will be over;" 
and saying this the captain slipped out of the 
side cabin and rejoined the master. 

^* Glass is still falling, sir," observed the latter, 
tapping the barometer ; " we are in for a regular 
hurricane." 

" Well, we have got plenty of sea-room. 
When shall we lie to 1" 

** I should recommend standing on until mid- 
night, sir, by which time we shall have made a 
couple of hundred miles' oflSng. If the storm 
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is rotatory, we may have to travel this ground 
Very well, Grunter ; that's what we'll do, 



agaiD 



then. By Heaven ! what's that 1" and the cap- 
tain darted out of the cabin, closely followed 
by the master. 

The exclamation was called forth by the 
corvette giving an unusually heavy lurch, and, 
instead of righting immediately, remaining 
almost on her beam-ends. 

'* Rudder-head carried away, sir," shouted 
out the first lieutenant in the captain's ear; 
" and the foremast is over the side, and threaten- 
ing to knock a hole in Hold on, sir I" 

Even as he spoke the vessel broached to, and 
a heavy sea broke completely over her, taking 
with it Mr. Arrowsmith, five blue-jackets, and 
a marine. The captain only escaped by cling- 
ing to the mizzen bitts, from whence he was 
almost torn by the force of the resistless water. 

Shaking himself clear of the ropes that had 
been fluDg against him, the captain managed to 
gain the weather side, where several of the 
officers were holding on and gazing into the 
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black waste of water to leeward, struggling 
vainly in the midst of which were seen, by the 
lightning flashes, the pale faces of the doomed 
first lieutenant and the men who had been 
washed overboard with him. The skipper seized 
an axe, and, motioning old Grunter to take 
another, they crawled along until abreast of the 
main chains, into which they both scrambled, 
followed by some of the most daring seamen, 
who knew the desperate mission on which they 
were bound. Steadying themselves with great 
difficulty, the two officers rapidly severed the 
lanyards of the shrouds, and, in almost less time 
than it has taken me to describe it, the main 
and mizzen masts went crashing over the side, 
and, relieved from the pressure of her top 
hamper, the corvette slowly righted, and lay 
rolling in the trough of the sea, dismasted and 
helpless. 

But now the men were all steady at their 
posts. With axes, tomahawks, and knives the 
wreck of the masts, which by bumping against 
the ship's side might at any moment knock a 
hole in her bottom, were cut away. No assist- 
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ance could be rendered to the poor fellows 
overboard, for no boat could have lived in such 
a sea, had one been left, but both the cutters 
had been washed away from the davits when 
the foremast went. 

To get some control over the vessel, which 
was at present totally unmanageable, became 
the first object. Under the captain's directions, 
three spars were lashed together in the form of 
a triangle, and the open space filled up with a 
sail, forming a kind of enormous three-sided 
bag. To each of the points of this machine 
was attached a stout rope, and to one of the 
angles was hung the stream anchor, to keep the 
whole upright. At the distance of about twenty 
yards from the framework the three ropes were 
brought together and bent on to an eight-inch 
hawser, which was led out at the bows ; and 
everything being ready, the " sea anchor " 
was launched over the side, and, when the 
vessel had drifted some fifty fathoms from it, 
the hawser was belayed. Its beneficial effect 
was immediately apparent, for the resistance 
offered to the water brought the dismasted ship 
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head to wind, and retained her in that position; 
and though she still drifted, it was not nearly 
so rapidly as before. I can perhaps give my 
readers a better idea of a " sea anchor " by say- 
ing that it is like a huge triangular schoolboy's 
kite, the anchor answering the same purpose as 
the tail — ^namely, keeping it upright — ^and the 
string doing duty for the hawser. If the spars 
of which the framework is composed are not 
sufficiently buoyant to float the apparatus, some 
well-bunged empty casks can be lashed to the 
side opposite the anchor. 

The ship being tolerably comfortable, all 
hands were set to work repairing damages. 
Some of the crew prepared to get up jury-masts; 
others were told off to the pumps, for several 
feet of water were in the well, either from the 
straining of the seams when she was on her 
beam-ends, or from a hole knocked in her by 
the falling masts; and the carpenter and his 
men examined the faulty rudder-head, to which 
all the disasters were owing. Into minute 
details I shall not enter. After reducing the 
graceful corvette to a leaky wreck, and depriv- 
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ing the world of seven gallant men, the hurri- 
cane seemed to consider its mission concluded, 
and rapidly died away ; thus when morning 
dawned there was only a gentle breeze, of which 
her shorn wings would not permit the disabled 
vessel to take any advantage. 

Little Inez had just got into bed when the 
vessel was thrown on her beam-ends, and she 
lay there in an agony of terror whilst the fore- 
mast was battering against the side, and 
sounding as if it would penetrate the sheathing 
at every moment. To add to her fright, all 
the furniture in her own and the captain's cabin 
fetched way and came rolling down to leeward, 
where it remained jammed in inextricable con- 
fusion. Directly the ship righted, the girl 
sprang out of her cot, and, hurriedly dressing, 
made her way with difficulty to the cabin door, 
where a marine sentry was always stationed. 
Whilst trying to ascertain from the man what 
had happened, the ship gave a sudden plunge, 
which took the poor child completely off her 
legs, and the back of her head striking against 
the handle of the pantry door, she lay on 
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the deck insensible. The good-natured marine, 
at the risk of punishment for leaving his post, 
went in search of the doctor ; but that officer 
and his assistant had enough work in look- 
ing to the poor fellows who had been jammed 
by falling spars. Peeping into the midship- 
men's berth, he there saw Sam — who, it must 
be confessed, had been doing his work bravely 
and well — and to him the sentry communi- 
cated the intelligence of the girls accident. 
The midshipman hastily swallowed the glass 
of rum for which he had come below, poured 
out another for the marine, and then they 
both set off for the pantry door, against which 
our poor heroine had been laid. Waiting 
until the ship was pretty steady, they carried 
her between them to her cot, when Sam 
despatched the sentry to the berth for some 
water. Inez was still perfectly insensible, and, 
as she lay in her swinging bed, the light showed 
Sam the ribbon round her fair young neck, to 
which was attached the sealskin packet before 
mentioned. 

" At last," muttered he ; and, glancing round 
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to see that no one had entered the cabin, he 
severed the silk with his knife, and quietly 
withdrawing the packet, transferred it to his 
own pocket. 

"Now, Master Ralph,'' he thought, "with 
this in my possession, and your worshipful self 
on Magdalena Island, it strikes me very forcibly 
that I shall have a better chance of winning 
this race than you. Where in the world can 
the marine have gone?" and, after waiting a 
minute or two longer, he went in search of the 
missing man, and found him extended on his 
face just outside the wardroom door. A heavy 
jeer block, always kept triced up between the 
beams, had become disengaged from the secur- 
ing bolts and fallen on the poor fellow's head. 
Sam stooped down and, unbattoning the shell- 
jacket, felt his heart — it had ceased beating for 
ever. 

"Fortune favours me," he murmured, with 
a sinister smile. " The only person who knew 
I had seen the girl to-night is now out of the 
way, and no suspicion can possibly be attached 
to me. Now to go on deck and show myself; 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



A Hurricane. 155 

somebody else must bring the fair Iflez to her 
senses." 

By sunset the Columbine was standing south- 
ward for Acapulco under jury-masts, from 
whence the captain intended to send a vessel 
to the rescue of Ealph, and then to proceed to 
Panama to repair damages. But the following 
morning the smoke of a steamer was seen, 
which turned out to be the United States 
frigate Monongahela^ bound southward; and 
her commander oiSering to take the Columbine 
in tow. Captain Renshaw felt that his duty 
compelled him to embrace the oiSer, and both 
vessels were speedily increasing the distance 
between themselves and the Tres Marias. 
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We left Ealph Somer- 
ville rudely awakened 
from his slumber by 
an uproar in the cave, 
and the noise of some 
heavy body dashing 
against the rough 
breastwork at its en- 
A lAiNFUL DISCOVERY. trauce. At the sound 

of the trapper's rifle, and the appalling roar of 
the savage assailants, the young man sprang to 
his feet, seized his gun, and was about to fire 
in the direction of the deep growls that an- 
nounced the disappointment of the animals at 
their failure to burst the barricade, when Sher- 
lock shouted out — 

"For Heaven's sake, don't wound them, 
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otherwise we are lost There is only one chance 
left, and that we must try. How much powder 
is there in your flask ?" 

"It is almost full." 

" Well, give it to me. Be quick, for there is 
no time to lose ; the devils will be on us again 
in a moment, and this time they will break 
through." 

In the obscurity Ealph could not see clearly 
how his companion was employed, but he heard 
the ring of a knife against the metal powder- 
flask amidst the deep baying that Zambro kept 
up without cessation. The lad's reflections 
during these few seconds were anything but 
pleasant ; and indeed the horrors of the situa- 
tion were suflScient to shake the nerves of the 
strongest man. The cheerful blaze that had 
before lighted up the inmost depths of the 
cavern had died down to a heap of red ashes, 
glowing sullenly in the darkness, from whence 
glared the fiery eyes of the two jaguars, seem- 
ing to emit sparks in their fiery scintillations. 
The indistinct form of the trapper; the deep 
baying of the hound, rendered doubly sonorous 
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by the echoing recesses of the cavem ; and the 
loud throbbing of his own heart, made the 
scene one of fearful excitement, and all the feel- 
ings of a lifetime seemed to the young man 
compressed within these few minutes, during 
which Sherlock was employed in his mysteri- 
ous employment. Suddenly the latter cried 
out — 

" Stand aside ; now is our last chance 1" 
Ealph drew back, a feeling of mingled curi- 
osity and confidence in the experience of his 
companion taking the place of the momentary 
fear he had lately experienced. Whilst stand- 
ing in the rear part of the cave, the form of 
the trapper was more distinctly visible, being 
thrown into broad relief by the dying embers ; 
and, to his intense amazement, Ralph saw that 
he was tearing down a portion of the frail 
barricade that seemed their only protection. 
"Merciful Heaven!'' thought the young man, 
consternation succeeding the reliance he had 
hitherto felt; **the man is madl Fear has 
turned his brain ; and the animals are advanc- 
ing again," he added, mentally, as the fiery 
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eyes and deep growls of the jaguars betokened 
their rapid approach. 

But there was little of madness, or of fear 
either, in the steady tones of Tom Sherlock, as 
he stood forward in the breach he had made ; 
on the contrary, his voice sounded cheery and 
confident^ as he sang out — 

" Here they come, sir. You lie down flat on 
the ground, and see how 111 astonish them. 
Down quick, for they'll be here in a moment." 

The lad obeyed, in deepest wonder as to the 
method the trapper intended using to check the 
advance of the ferocious quadrupeds. From 
his recumbent position he could see the eyes of 
the animals approaching nearer and nearer, 
until they were close to the red embers of the 
neglected fire, where they made a momentary 
pause, as though collecting all their strength 
and activity for a sudden and simultaneous 
spring upon the daring man, who stood upright 
in the aperture of the framework, immovable 
and dauntless. During the few fleeting instants 
that passed thus, Kalph saw Sherlock raise his 
arm, hurl some unseen object forward, and fall 
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down immediately on his back; but ere he even 
reached the ground, a loud explosion, accom- 
panied by a blinding flash, resounded through 
the air, the cavern was filled with a thick 
smoke, that rendered the darkness total, and 
a death-like silence succeeded to the baying 
of the hound and the hideous accompaniment 
of growls that had so lately awakened the 
silence of the night. 

" Come along, sir, and lend me a hand," cried 
the trapper. " I am half buried under the bar- 
ricade I" 

Ralph groped his way forward, and at last 
reached the spot from whence the voice pro- 
ceeded, and found Tom Sherlock flat on his 
back, struggling in vain to disengage himself 
from the ruins of the barricade, which had been 
completely demolished by the explosion. 

" Just lift this log a minute, and then I can 
get clear, after which we'll see to the fire. Not 
that there's much chance of their ever paying 
us another visit; still it is as well to make 
sure.'' 

Aided by Ralph, the trapper was soon freed 
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from his imprisonment, and once more stood 
upright on his feet. 

" Now, sir," he said, " go and put some more 
wood on the fire, and let us have a little light 
to see what we are about. You need not fear 
the jaguars," he added ; " they have got some 
hours' work before them in rubbing the scorched 
hair of their hides. By Jove 1 they must have 
been astonished. I don't think they'll come 
round here again in a hurry." 

Ralph hastened to perform the required task, 
and a cheerful blaze soon lighted up the inmost 
recesses of the cavern, and revealed the extent 
of damage done by the explosion. The large pile 
of firewood collected on the previous evening 
had disappeared — it was nowhere — dispersed 
in every direction by the force of the gunpowder ; 
for the reader will readily divine that Tom 
Sherlock had made use of his companion's 
powder-flask as a shell, knocking a small hole 
in it to give the fire from the embers immediate 
access to the contents, and with the utmost 
judgment and coolness throwing the deadly 
missile on to the ashes at the critical moment 
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when the brutes were about to make their com- 
bined attack — an attack which would without 
doubt have demolished the barricade, and re- 
sulted in the death of our three friends, for I 
presume we may include Zambro under that 
heading. 

When enough fuel had been stacked on the 
fire, Ralph approached the trapper — who, seated 
on the ddbris of the barricade, was readjusting 
the bandages round his ankle — and commenced 
an humble apology for the negligent manner in 
which he had performed his duty, and the fear- 
ful occurrences that might have resulted there- 
from ; " and I must never forget, Tom, that to 
you my poor mother owes her son's life ; and if 
ever it is our good luck to escape from this 
wretched island, you may rely upon one friend 
who will always remember the deep debt of 
gratitude he has contracted, and who " 

" Do not say any more, sir," broke in Tom 
Sherlock, and his voice shook more than when 
the savage jaguars were within ten paces of his 
unarmed body ; " do not say any more. I have 
done nothing wonderful after all — nothing more 
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than you yourself would have done, had you 
been knocking about in the wilds as long as I 
have. You have shown me great kindness from 
the moment we left Valparaiso, and I am very 
glad to have been of any use on this occasion. 
But there is daylight breaking. Will you get 
me a little water from the rill, for my face 
bums a good deal." 

**Your face!" cried Ealph. "Is your face 
hurt?" 

" Only a trifle scorched. Curtis and Harvey 
are dangerous fellows to play with, and their 
arms stretch out a long way." 

The lad hastened to the stream, and soon 
returned with a supply of the cool element, 
with which his companion laved his face 
and saturated the bandages round his ankle. 
Meanwhile, the east was rapidly crimsoned, 
and, closely following the first streak of day- 
light, the sun sprang up bright and glorious, 
dispelling as by magic the terrors of the night, 
and instilling fresh courage in the breasts of the 
friends. Ralph now saw that his companion 
had suffered severely from the explosion; his 
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eyebrows were burnt oflF, his beard, whiskers, 
and hair singed, and the blood was still flowing 
from a wound in the cheek, where a portion of 
the metal powder-flask had inflicted a deep 
cut 

" Never you mind, sir," said Tom, on seeing 
the shocked look on our hero's face; "this is 
only a flea-bite, and as to the bum, some turtle 
fat will soon set that to rights. Thank Heaven, 
and the old squaw's receipt, the swelling in my 
ankle has disappeared, and I shall be able to 
hobble about a bit. But what is the matter 
with Zambro ?" 

The appearance of the hound was such as to 
amply justify the question of the trapper. His 
eyes were bloodshot, large flakes of foam were 
dropping from his tawny muzzle, and on his 
left shoulder was a ghastly wound, in the deep 
furrows of which the handwriting of one of 
their recent opponents was plainly visible. 

" The dog has been approaching too close to 
one of the jaguars 1" cried the trapper; "and 
the animal cannot be fetr ofl*. We must see to 
this at once. I thought the brutes were too 
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scared to remain in our neighbourhood. Is 
your gun loaded with ball ? Come along then, 
and we can look to the hound's hurt after- 
wards/' 

Zambro had stood beside the trapper whilst 
he spoke, gp^g in his face, and seeming to 
understand his every word. When he saw the 
two men get up and seize their weapons^ he 
gave a low growl of joy, and led the way to- 
wards the crest of the ridge on the right hand, 
looking back from time to time to see that they 
were following him, and manifesting great signs 
of impatience at the slow pace which Sherlock's 
sprain compelled him to adopt At length a 
thicket of dense brushwood was reached, and 
into this the hound plunged, and our Mends 
soon heard him baying savagely at some unseen 
object a short distance within the scrub. 

" One of the devils is there, you may depend 
upon it^" said the trapper ; " but it would be 
madness to try to penetrate a jungle in which 
you can hardly see your hand before you. Be- 
sides, supposing one of them to have been 
disabled by the explosion, its consort is most 
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likely lurking near it, ready to spring on any 
assailant" 

"Depend upon it, the animal is badly 
wounded, or it would not have waited there 
whilst Zambro came to fetch us,'' remarked 
Ealph, diffidently. " I'll go in, Tom, and have 
a look, if you like?" 

"You're a gallant lad," said the hunter, 
admiringly ; " but such a course would be very 
risky, and do little good. The brutes would 
strike you down before you knew they were 
near you. No, Til tell you what. Do you 
think you could cUmb that tree?" and Sher- 
lock pointed to a lofty lignum vitse that stood 
at the edge of the thicket. " It overlooks the 
patch of scrub, which seems of no great extent, 
and perhaps you could get a sight of the 
jaguar." 

*' CKmb that ?" said our hero ; " I should be 
a queer sort of a sailor if I couldn't 1" and, 
throwing down his gun, he at once prepared to 
ascend. 

" Gently, my lad, gently," cried the trapper ; 
" and don't make more noise than you can help." 
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To mount the gnarled trunk of the old tree 
took the active young man but a moment, and 
he was soon perched on one of the main boughs, 
peering forth intently in the direction where 
Zambro's baying proclaimed that the enemy 
lay. 

" I can make out nothing," he hailed, after 
a minute scrutiny; "it all looks as dark as a 
wolf's mouth." 

"Mount up a little higher," answered his 
companion ; " you'll get a better view then." 

Ealph complied, and again peered down- 
ward. 

" I can see something," he cried, eagerly — " a 
black mass, which moves whilst Zambro is bay- 
ing round it. I'll come down for my gun, and 
tTien I can get a shot. My God 1 what is that ?" 

There was a sudden crashing of a heavy body 
breaking its way through all the obstacles pre- 
sented by the tangled undergrowth ; one deep, 
savage, awe-inspiring roar ; and then a spotted 
mass, bursting forth from the jungle, made 
straight for the lignum vitse tree, and in two 
bounds had reached the large bough our hero 
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had quitted not a minute before. One mote 
spring, and Ralph's present position would be 
gained; a stroke from the merciless paw, and 
the poor lad would lie prone upon the ground, 
a lifeless and misshapen corse. ^ 

Can man's help avail ought in an emergency 
such as this ? I fancy there are few positions 
of peril in which a stout heart wiU not contri- 
bute greatly towards freeing its owner from the 
threatened danger. Ealph certainly could do 
nothing to save himself from the jaguar, but 
he remembered even then what many grown 
men would have forgotten — ^namely, that he 
was on a height, a fall from which would be as 
fatal as the crushing paw of the wild beast. 
Instead, therefore, of relaxing his hold, and 
dropping inertly to the ground, he grasped the 
limb upon which he was seated with a convul- 
sive grip, and looked for relief from his friend 
below. 

Right nobly that friend responded. The 
huge wild cat drew its hind quarters up for the 
final bound, that would have terminated Ralph 
Somerville's life, and with it this present history; 
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but, before launching itself upon its victim, it 
paused whilst the pulse may beat thrice. 

The trapper's long rifle was at his shoulder 
— ^the whole figure might have been carved in 
bronze, so great was its rigidity — ^the tube 
seemed clasped in an iron vice ; but suddenly a 
flash darted forth from its deadly muzzle, and 
the jaguar, tearing flakes of bark from the 
rugged tree in its vain efforts to retain a hold, 
dropped backwards to the earth, shot through 
the brain. 

"Hold on, sir; for God's sake, hold onl" 
cried Sherlock, as he watched the form of the 
young man swinging on its perilous perch. 

His voice recalled Ralph to himself. The 
abrupt transition from the jaws of death to 
safety had nearly done that which danger had 
failed to accomplish ; but with the cheery voice 
of his deliverer came back all the young man s 
presence of mind, and, as he once more firmly 
grasped the limb he bestrode, a silent prayer 
ascended from his parted lips to the throne of 
Him whose tender mercy had shielded and 
guarded him in the hour of peril 
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The jaguar lay at the foot of the tree, con- 
vulsively tearing up the earth in its death 
struggles; for, though struck in a mortal part, it 
manifested the tenacity of life peculiar to all 
the cat tribe, and not until Sherlock had dis- 
charged one of the barrels of Ralph's gun into 
its head did the huge mass, lately so agile and 
graceful, stretch itself out spasmodically, and 
then lie still for ever. 

Meanwhile, Zambro continued his baying, 
and it became evident that the other jaguar lay 
in the scrub, but probably too severely wounded 
to either escape or strike down its persevering 
aggressor. 

"You had better have another look whilst 
you are up there," said Sherlock, curious to test 
the young man's nerve. " Can you make out 
what the dog is about ?" 

Ralph divined the object of his companion, 
and determined to show the true material of 
which he was composed. 

"Oh yes," he replied; "the black mass I 
told you of is stiU there. Just load my gun, 
and m send you down a hauling-line for it 
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I can slam at the beast from here, and then if 
it charges you can bowl it over as you did the 
last." 

Thus speaking, the lad took a fishing-line 
from his pocket, and, imrolling enough of it to 
reach the ground, continued — 

" Bend the gun on to the end of this, but do 
it muzzle downwards; and don't put on any 
caps, 1 have got some up here/' 

" By Jove, he's a plucky boy," thought the 
trapper. " Many an old hunter that I know in 
the Eocky Mountains wouldn't be as cool after 
such an escape." 

Meanwhile, he carefully loaded his own rifle 
and Ralph's gun, making fast the latter to the 
fishing-line, as its owner desired. 

"Now, sir, you get into a more comfortable 
seat before you fire. Go up to the next bough, 
where you can lean your back against the stem 
of the tree, and take a sure aim. Perhaps this 
jaguar will come at me, and then it will be your 
duty to put an ounce of lead in its head, and 
stop its progress." 

As soon as Sherlock had gained a good posi- 
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tion, he hailed our hero to fire. Steadying 
himself, as directed, by his more experienced 
companion, the young man took deliberate aim 
at the black mass within the scrub and pulled 
the trigger. He anxiously awaited the result 
of his shot, but beyond a guttural roar no sound 
was audible, except the renewed baying of the 
hound, which soon changed into an angry snarl, 
as though the animal were tearing and riving 
at some prostrate foe. Shortly afterwards the 
dog appeared, its muzzle covered with black 
foam, which the trapper examined minutely. 

** All right, sir," he called out ; " come down ; 
the jaguar is as good as dead, for Zambro is 
covered with charred hair." 

Kalph lowered down his gun by the fishing- 
line, and soon stood by the side of his Mend, 
wondering what would be the next scene in this 
tragical drama. 

" We can enter the brushwood boldly now," 
observed the latter, "and with little or no 
danger, for the brute must be past all power of 
mischief, or he would never have allowed the 
hound to handle him so roughly." 
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"Well, let me go first," pleaded the lad; 
"perhaps the jaguar is not quite dead yet, and 
then I can give it the cowp de grace. It will 
be something worth talking about when I get 
back into the old Columbine's berth." 

" Wait a moment until I make quite sure," 
said the trapper, motioning Zambro into the 
scrub, from whence shortly arose the same 
sound of worrying they hajd heard before. 
" Now you may go," he continued ; and with- 
out further parley Ealph entered the gloomy 
thicket, and immediately afterwards the report 
of his gun rang through the air, followed by a 
loud shout of triumph. 

"He was nearly dead," he cried, emerging 
from the undergrowth. " The old powder-flask 
has blown one side almost to pieces. The 
entrails are protruding through the hole, and 
the whole of the hair is burned completely off. 
I sent a bullet through the poor brute's head to 
put it out of its misery ; so now, Tom, thanks 
to you, we are safe from these two ferocious 
beasts, at all events. I wish the skin was good 
enough to preserve," he added, with a sigh; 
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" but it is so shattered and cut about, that I 
doubt if it would strip. Never mind, old 
fellow, you can bear witness that I really did 
shoot a live jaguar. I would give a good deal, 
though, to make such a shot as you did with 
the other ; we'll preserve liis skin, at all events." 

" We had better think first of preserving 
our own lives by putting something into our 
stomachs, and then you shall go down to the 
beach and try to catch a turtle, for my face is so 
painful that I must remain inside the cave all 
to-day, out of the way of the sun, which makes 
it smart intolerably already." 

*' Lean on me, old fellow, and we'll be there 
in no time, for it's all down hilL Suppose I 
run down to the beach and get some turtle fat 
whilst you are broiling the venison, eh ?" 

" Very well," said Sherlock, who really was 
in great pain ; " but first let us cut off enough 
of the jaguar skin to make slings for our guns, 
and thongs, in case we should want them to 
secure anything with.*' 

This was soon done, and, having conducted 
the trapper to the cavern, Ralph pushed for- 
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ward to the sea, keeping a bright look-out in 
all directions for deer, but the jaguars and the 
report of firearms had efiectually scared these 
timid creatures from that part of the island. 
The young man was not long in finding and 
securing a moderate-sized turtle ; but, having 
turned it on its back, he was as far from being 
able to get at its interior with the small knife 
he possessed as if the tantalising reptile had 
been twenty leagues away from the island. 
Quite baffled in all his attempts, he again bent 
his steps towards the cave, but with his gun in 
readiness, for he was resolved not to return 
empty-handed, if possible. Hearing a rustling 
in the bush, Ealph halted, and presently there 
appeared two hideous-looking lizards, each more 
than four feet long, looking like young alli- 
gators, as they waddled slowly over the rocks. 

" Now, my friends, let me secure one of you, 
and I shall not mind my disappointment about 
the turtle so much." 

He had loaded one barrel of his gun with 
buck-shot, so by taking steady aim he was able 
to send a bullet through the ugly neck of one 
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of the lizards, and to tumble the other neatly- 
over with the shotted barrel as it scuttled 
swiftly away. What in the world does he 
waste his ammunition on lizards for? the reader 
will naturally ask. Simply because these re- 
pulsive-looking reptiles were iguanas, whose 
flesh is prized in parts of North and Central 
America above that of chickens, and whose 
bodies contain an abundant supply of a fatty 
oil, the healing qualities of which are known to 
every inhabitant of those regions. The medi- 
cinal properties of this oil are equally esteemed 
by the West Indian negroes, and there Ralph 
had often seen them exposed in the markets, and 
finding purchasers readily. Hastily slinging 
his gun, he picked up his game, and in a few 
minutes reached the cavern, beneath the shelter 
of which Tom Sherlock was bathing Zambro's 
lacerated shoulder, in which were several 
parallel gashes, as cleanly cut as though they 
were the handiwork of a practised surgeon. 

"Well done, my lad 1" cried the trapper, as 
Ealph threw down the spoil at his feet. ** This 
is the kind of thing that will patch Zambro 
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and me up better than all the turtle that ever 
wagged a flapper;" and, thus speaking, Tom 
adroitly opened one of the iguanas with his 
bowie-knife, and withdrew, first, a number of 
eggs, which he laid carefully on a clean stone, 
next the entrails, and lastly a quantity of yel- 
lowish fat, with which he covered his scorched 
face, and then applied it copiously to the 
hound s shoulder, who acknowledged the im- 
mediate relief by a low whine of pleasure and 
many wavings of his ponderous tail. 

" Now, sir, you've fairly earned your break- 
fast, and there it is," said Tom, presenting the 
lad with some slices of broiled venison. ** Who 
would have thought of such good luck as your 
bagging two iguanas. If we only had a pot 
now, what a dish we could knock up." 

"A pot?" replied Ealph; "why, I saw one 
on the beach, half buried by the sand, at the 
place where the boat landed. The men were 
going to stick it up and throw stones at it, 
but Sam Bateson would not let them, so they 
kicked it into the brushwood. I am pretty 
sure I could find the spot" 
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" Well, I think fate is tired of persecuting iis 
now, and is taking a turn in the other direction. 
Well have a look for that fellow by-and-by, 
when the sun gets round to the west side of the 
island. How about the txirtle, sir ? Could not 
you catch one ?" 

Poor Ealph, with many blushes, related how 
he had caught his ponderous oyster, and then 
been unable to get at its contents — a recital 
that sent his companion into fits of laughter. 

"It was all my fault/' said the trapper. 
"No one could expect you to know how to 
open a turtle, and particularly with the little 
pocket-knife you have there. Our friends the 
jaguars, now, could teach us a thing or two in 
that respect, for they can turn a turtle and 
scoop him out with their powerful claws as you 
or I would disembowel a venison pasty, if we 
had one here. You left it there, I suppose ?" 

" Yes, I left it on the beach." 

" That will do, then. Til hobble down there 
this afternoon, and then we will have a look 
for the pot, and attend to the turtle. Perhaps, 
sir, if you are not too tired, it would be advis- 
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able to mount the ridge and see if there is any 
sign of the corvette, for she might return sooner 
than we expected." 

The young man started off, and, attaining 
the highest point of the island, stood gazing in 
every direction, but no welcome sail broke the 
line of the horizon. He closely scrutinised 
the other islands of the Maria group, in the 
hope that smoke might tell of stray visitors to 
them ; but they lay beneath the sun, beautiful, 
yet devoid of human beings ; and, after an hour 
spent in vainly scanning the offing, he returned 
to the cavern, glad to escape from the solitude of 
his look-out. In the afternoon the trapper de- 
clared himself ready to sally forth, so, after he had 
anointed his face with a thick coating of iguana 
oil, the two friends descended to the beach, and 
at once commenced a close search for the old 
pot, which, though of small value in itself, 
would prove a pearl beyond price to them in 
their present destitute condition. For at least 
two hours they peered into every hole and 
comer, but without catching a glimpse of the 
desired object ; so, wearied out by disappoint- 
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ment, they turned their attention to the turtle. 
Now Tom Sherlock initiated Ralph into the 
mysteries connected with opening the tough 
shells, into which I shall not enter here, for the 
operation is not a pleasant one to describe, and 
I hope that none of my readers will ever find 
themselves in such a position that this know- 
ledge would prove usefuL The meat was strung 
on some of the thongs that the trapper had so 
thoughtfully provided, the fat placed in an 
empty gourd which they picked up, and, thus 
laden, our friends took their way cavern wards> 
leaving the upper shell turned on its back, so 
that the sun might dry it well up, when they 
proposed that it should serve as a receptacle 
for water. As Ralph was staggering forward 
under his load — for he insisted in carrying by 
far the larger portion — his boots sinking deeply 
into the soft sand at every step, he felt his toe 
catch in some unseen object, and, unable to dis- 
engage the foot, he fell forward on his face, 
covering the turtle meat so thickly with sand 
as to render it perfectly unfit for eating. With 
wrathful exclamations at his own clumsiness. 
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the young man turned round to see what had 
caused his downfall, when he espied a red spot 
about the size of half-a-crown in the furrow 
that his foot had torn up. He stooped down 
and cleared away some of the sand with his 
hand, when the red spot grew bigger, and when 
his finger nails touched the mysterious object 
it gave forth a metallic sound. Scratching 
away with the utmost energy, he soon laid bare 
the cause of his tumble; he had placed the 
point of his foot in an empty tin that had 
originally contained four pounds of preserved 
meat, and which had been pitched overboard, 
either by the Columbine or some other unknown 
vessel, and in that placid ocean had remained 
floating until it reached the vicinity of the 
island, when the surf cast it ashore, and the 
sand soon buried it. 

" Here, Tom, look here I this is the fellow we 
wanted ; now we shall be able to boil our meat," 
cried Ralph, as he held up the tin with glee. 
** Who wiU say we are not in luck now ?" 

" You are right, sir," returned the trapper ; 
** that stumble of yours was worth fifty turtles, 
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which we can capture any day. But let us see 
if it will hold water/' 

They at once hurried to the beach, and, 
mountinor on a small ledore of rocks which ran 
out into the sea, carefully freed their prize from 
sand, and then, filling it with water, watched 
anxiously lest the solder at the bottom and 
sides had become knocked off, and thus rendered 
the tin leaky. A few minutes convinced them 
that it was as tight as a bottle, and they went 
on their way, rejoicing at the marvellous stroke 
of good fortune that had put them in possession 
of a utensil they so sorely needed. 

" Now we shall be all right," said Tom, " if 
the corvette stops away a month ; and you see, 
sir, if we don't have some boiled yams to- 
morrow to eat with the venison I intend to 
shoot." 

"You look for the yams, Tom, since I've 
found the pot to boil them in; and let me 
try to furnish the larder with meat." 

" Agreed," said the trapper ; " but we must 
be saving of our ammunition now, for there is 
only the contents of my horn left for us both." 
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A good fire was kept up the whole of the 
night (on the principle of locking the stable door 
when the horse is stolen), and Ralph covered 
himself with glory by remaining wide awake ; 
but nothing whatever disturbed their part of the 
island — even old Zambro seemed to consider 
the state of things satisfactory, and abandoned 
himself to a profound slumber. Ealph went 
out before sunrise in quest of deer, but returned 
in three or four hours unsuccessful. Tom 
Sherlock kept his promise about the yams, and, 
what with a good roof over their heads, plenty 
of food, water, and a pot, I do not think our 
friends were, after all, much to be pitied. 

Still, as day after day wore away, and the 
corvette failed to return, both the lad and the 
trapper felt a degree of anxiety which they in 
vain attempted to conceal ; anxiety, not so much 
for themselves — they could hold out for weeks — 
as for the noble vessel and all belonging to her. 
That the hurricane had been one of unpre- 
cedented severity, Sherlock was fain to confess ; 
and when the sudden change from a lively 
man-of-war to an island uninhabited except by 
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one man and a dog is taken into consideration, 
the reader will hardly wonder that a brooding 
presentiment of evil beset our hero, who would 
sit for hours on the highest point of the ridge 
scanning the imbroken horizon, in the vain hope 
of seeing the wished-for sail that never came. 
Strange, troubled dreams broke his repose at 
night, in which the images of Inez and Sam 
Bateson were mingled with wandering thoughts 
of the old days at Wilton's. Tom Sherlock 
was not slow to remark the despondency of the 
young man, and did his best to cheer him up, 
by constantly suggesting some employment, or 
by telling him wild stories of a hunter s life, to 
which Ralph would listen with the utmost 
avidity, but would sink again into gloom when 
the fleeting impression thus produced had died 
away. It need hardly be said that a few weeks 
spent with one companion was no hardship to 
the trapper. For many years past he had 
dwelt alone for months, far away from any 
human being, save the wild Apache, who was 
perhaps hanging on his trail, and thirsting to 
see the white man's scalp dangling at his belt. 
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To him the present life was rather pleasurable 
than otherwise — a period of idleness to which 
he had long been a stranger — and had his 
anxiety not been awakened by the dejection of 
his companion, he would have regarded his 
enforced residence on the island as beneficial 
alike to mind and body. An incident occurred, 
when they had been on the island a fortnight, 
which brought matters to a crisis, and exercised 
a powerful influence over our hero's future. 

The trapper and Zambro had fully recovered 
the eflfects of their several injuries — though 
both man and dog will carry the marks of that 
night to their graves — and all three had crossed 
the ridge one afternoon, and, descending on the 
western side of the island, were on the look-out 
for deer. Sherlock had sighted a fine buck, 
and was creeping cautiously up to him, when a 
loud yell, rather than a shout, came from the 
beach, towards which Ralph had strolled, start- 
ling the deer, which immediately disappeared 
in the undergrowth, leaving the trapper dis- 
appointed, and, if the truth must be confessed, 
a trifle angry . 
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"What the devil can ail the lad that he 
should raise such an unearthly yell, just as I 
was getting within shot of as fine a buck as 
there is in all the Tres Marias?" 

Any momentary wrath, however, soon gave 
way to anxiety in the breast of the kind-hearted 
hunter, when he recalled the peculiar character 
of the cry that had reached his ears. It was 
utterly unlike the clear, joyous shout that 
usually rang forth from Ralph's sturdy lungs, 
neither was it a cry of pain, but sounded rather 
like a wail of indescribable distress ; and with- 
out a moment's delay Tom Sherlock dashed 
through the scrub, forgetful of venison, and 
soon gained the beach, on which he found his 
companion sitting, his head buried between his 
hands and knees, and sobbing as though his 
very heart would break. 

"My poor lad, what is the matter?" ex- 
claimed the trapper, laying his hand gently on 
the young man's shoulder. 

Ralph never raised his head, but pointed with 
extended arm to a bluish mass lying just above 
high-water mark, and which Tom, in his 
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anxiety for his companion, had not before re- 
marked. It needed but one glance from the 
hunter s experienced eye to reveal the cause of 
our hero's sorrow. Too often had he seen the 
wreck of poor humanity stricken down in fair 
fight upon the prairies, or mouldering slowly 
where famine and disease had wrought their 
deadly work, for error to be possible with him. 
It was a corpse which lay upon the sand — a 
swollen, hideous, and disfigured corpse — against 
which the tiny breakers lapped, as though 
loath to relinquish possession of their victim. 
Sherlock drew near the body of the drowned 
man, and though the features were distorted 
and swollen by the sun, the lineaments pre- 
served so much of their original cast as enabled 
him to recognise at a glance John Arrowsmith, 
late first lieutenant of H. M. S. Columbine. 
Whilst still gazing sorrowfully at the ship- 
wrecked sailor, Ralph came to his side, striving 
manfully to overcome the grief that had at first 
overpowered him. 

" I knew it was so," said the poor lad, the 
unbidden tears welling upwards to his eyes; 
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**my dreams have been too prophetic of the 
truth. The Columbine and all on board her 
have perished in that fearful gale. Oh, Inez, 
Ifiez !" he cried, giving vent to a burst of im- 
controllable despair; "why were you rescued 
from the broken boat and the desert island, 
only so soon to be claimed again as its prey by 
the hungry ocean ?" 

"Courage, my boy, courage, and bear up," 
said Tom Sherlock, trying to swallow down the 
choking sensation that arose in his own throat. 
" Because one man is lost, it does not follow that 
the whole ship's company have perished. Sub- 
due your sorrow until hope is really dead, and 
meanwhile help me to dig a grave for Mr. 
Arrowsmith. Poor fellow, he must lie where 
the waves have cast him, for it is impossible to 
move the body far. Come, sir, look about for 
a large oyster shell, and we will soon scoop a 
hollow in the soft sand." 

Ralph turned away and wandered along by 
the margin of the sea, ostensibly searching for a 
shell, but in reality glad to be alone and en- 
abled to indulge his grief unperceived. As he 
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moved despondingly onward, a slab of polished 
mahogany caught his eye, and was. by him at 
once recognised as the back-board of his own 
cutter — a little piece of midshipman's vanity 
in which he had indulged while at Valparaiso. 
Calling to Tom Sherlock, he pointed out this 
new token of disaster; but still the kind-hearted 
trapper refused to listen, and manfully asserted 
that hope still remained. He also pointed out 
that the afternoon was wearing on, and that no 
time must be lost in making a grave if they 
hoped to reach the cave again that night. 
Seeing the justice of this, Ralph soon provided 
himself with a flat shell, and the two com- 
panions speedily scooped out a shallow trench, 
in which they deposited the body of the ill- 
fated officer, the young man planting the 
polished back-board in the sand to mark the 
sailor's last resting-place. Silently, and in deep 
dejection, they then took their way back to the 
cavern, the empty larder being quite forgotten 
amidst the gloomy thoughts that oppressed 
them. Fortune, however, brought them sud- 
denly upon a herd of deer, and the hunter, who 
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from mere custom carried his rifle in readiness, 
rolled a fine buck over ere the startled animals 
vanished in the brushwood 

" Come, that is a good thing,'* thought he to 
himself. " There is nothing like active work to 
make one forget grief, and the task of cutting 
up and conveying the meat home will, perhaps, 
wean the poor lad a little from his sorrow." 

Notwithstanding that Ealph toiled hard in 
the hope of fatiguing himself, sleep refused to 
visit his eyes, and if ever he dropped off for a 
few minutes into a broken slumber, it was only 
to dream that he saw the fragile form of Ifiez 
de Valverde floating on the billows, her long 
black hair rising and falling on the bosom of 
the swell, and the triangular fin of the hungry 
shark rippling the water as it rushed on its 
human prey. - 

The earliest dawn found the companions 
afoot^ and after a feeble pretence of breakfast- 
ing, they both, as if moved by the same impulse, 
bent their footsteps towards the strand on which 
they had found the remains of Mr. Arrowsmith. 
Walking along by the edge of the water, they 
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saw several oars^ and the rudder of a boat, 
which Ralph recognised as belonging to his 
cutter. Looking out to seaward they perceived 
some floating object, over which the sea was 
lazily breaking. It was nearly a mile from the 
shore, and although it came slowly nearer and 
nearer to the beach, they were unable to decide 
what it might be by the time the sinking sun 
warned them that they ought to regain their 
cavern. On hastening down at daybreak, the 
floating spar was seen within a hundred yards 
of the land, and a portion of the top projecting 
above the water showed that it was the mast 
of a ship. Sitting down, they waited in silence 
imtil it grounded, and after rolling lazily to and 
fro for a few minutes, settled itself in the sand 
and remained motionless. Springing upon the 
portion nearest the beach, Ralph made his way 
cautiously along the spar until he reached the 
futtock shrouds, and on examining the top he 
found, cut with a chisel in the tressletrees, 
" Columbine, Fore, 52." 

All doubt was thus at an end, the drift spar 
was the foremast of the ill-fated corvette, and 
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even Tom Sherlock was reluctantly compelled 
to acknowledge that little hope could now be 
entertained of her safety. Climbing up the 
futtock shrouds, Ealph put his hand on the top 
rim, intending to look over on the seaward 
side, but drew back with a shudder as his 
fingers came in contact with some cold and 
clammy substance. Seeing the lad turn pale, 
the trapper laid down his rifle, and came along 
the mast to his assistance. Summoning his 
resolution, our hero again grasped the top rim, 
and, looking over, saw the body of a marine 
lashed to the dead eyes of the topmast rigging. 

" What are we to do, Tom V^ he asked. 

"Cut the poor fellow adrift, sir, and we'll 
tow him ashore, and give him Christian burial," 
replied the trapper. 

Though the task was of a most revolting 
description, the lad complied, and after a grave 
had been dug, as on the previous day, they 
hauled the body up on the beach and laid it in 
its sandy bed. The features were unrecognis- 
able, though Ralph was intimately acquainted 
with every man in the ship, and only- by the 
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red shell jacket and the cord down the trousers 
was it known to what branch of the service the 
dead man belonged. 

The reader will perhaps remember that the 
sea which struck the Columbine when she 
broached to, swept overboard the first lieu- 
tenant, five seamen, and a marine. The latter 
happened to be a most excellent swimmer, and 
whilst battling with the waves felt his hand 
strike some large object floatiog in the water. 
Obeying the instincts of every drowning man, 
he clung desperately to the spar, and by the 
vivid lightning flashes was able to secure him- 
self to the foretop in the manner above de- 
scribed. Whether he was drowned by the 
waves beating over him, or whether he perished 
by the more lingering death of hunger and 
thirst, will never be known. As we shall not 
again have occasion in this narrative to revert 
to the poor fellow, I now insert the above ex- 
planation, subsequently given to Ralph by the 
oflSicers of the Columbine, to account for the 
body being found in such a position ; and that 
the surmise was correct, Ralph's observation 
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verified, for he noticed that the rope by which 
the man was secured was not passed in a way 
that any seaman would have done it ; so, as all 
the other unfortunates were blue-jackets, the 
poor marine must have secured himself. 

Another thing that must be brought to the 
reader's notice here is, that the fact of finding 
the body of a marine lashed to a floating spar, 
rendered both Ealph and the trapper confident 
that the corvette had foundered. Had the 
remains of a hlue-jax^ket been drifted ashore on 
the foremast, the catastrophe could be accounted 
for in a hundred ways that need not be entered 
into ; but that a marine should be in the fore- 
top seemed clearly to indicate that the vessel 
had gone down, and each of the crew had 
attempted to save, or prolong, his life in the 
manner that seemed to him most advisable. 

For another fortnight Ralph and the trapper 
continued to reside in their cavern, the former 
going down to the beach every morning in 
search of other traces of the Columbine. Per- 
haps he had a vague hope of recovering some 
relic of the little Spanish beauty he had learnt 
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to love so well, and who he daily and hourly 
lamented as lost to him for ever. Concerning 
this period, Ealph in after days always kept a 
rigid silence, so on this point I am reluctantly 
compelled to leave my readers unenlightened. 
Thus much, however, may be said — namely, 
that his faithful companion viewed with regret 
the alteration that hidden sorrow wrought in 
his comely features, which now wore a drawn, 
pinched look, that could never be attributable 
to the food found on the island, which was 
both plentiful and nutritious. Neither was his 
character less changed. He seemed to have 
sprung at a single bound from boyhood to man- 
hood, and, though the native sweetness of his 
disposition remained unimpaired, the cheery 
laugh and the ready jest had vanished, and his 
aspect was that of one whose early bloom was 
prematurely brushed away by the carking 
hand of sorrow and of care. 

When they had been a month on the island, 
the trapper, who had ascended the ridge to 
scan the horizon, hurried down to report that 
a sail was in the offing, but whether she ia- 
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tended calling in at any of the group seemed 
uncertain. 

" For Heaven's sake, let us signal them, and 
try to escape from this accursed prison. Not 
but that you have been kindness itself to me, 
old friend," he added, laying his hand affection- 
ately on Tom Sherlock's shoulder ; " but I am 
weary, oh 1 so weary of seeing the treacherous 
sea that hides in its false depths all that I held 
dear. Let us light a fire with damp wood, 
Tom, and perhaps when they see the smoke the 
vessel will stand in." 

The friends had already made a pile on the 
summit of the ridge to attract attention, should 
any ship heave in sight at night, and this was 
soon in a roaring blaze, and, by throwing tin 
after tin of water on the logs, a dense column 
of smoke was sent upwards to the sky. They 
watched the vessel with straining eyes, and 
soon, to their indescribable delight, perceived 
that she was closing with the land. In a 
couple of hours she was under the island, a 
boat was lowered, and in ten minutes they were 
on board the American schooner General Jack- 
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son, from Manzanilla, bound to San Francisco 
with a cargo of notions. 

** I tell you what, Tom," said Ralph, during 
the time they were sitting on the deck waiting 
for some pork and potatoes that the good- 
natured skipper had ordered to be prepared for 
them ; " I am dead sick of the sea. The poor 
old Columbine and all belonging to her have 
gone to the bottom, and nobody will know that 
I have not accompanied them« Now why not 
let me take a trip to the diggings with you 1" 

That the trapper made many attempts to 
alter the young man's determination, I know, 
but, finding all his arguments useless, and being 
really attached to our hero, he gave in. The 
gold fever was then at its height, and no notice 
was taken by the authorities whether or not an 
incoming vessel had more than the proper 
number of names on her passenger list, so our 
friends escaped all awkward questions on land- 
ing. Ralph presented the skipper with his gun, 
as some small return for his kindness. Whilst 
at Valparaiso, Captain Somerville had written 
to his son, saying that he had forwarded a 
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hundred pounds to a house in San Francisco, 
to enable the lad to see the country. On Kalph 
presenting himself the money was immediately 
handed over, and the head of the firm asked 
him to dinner. Whether he was thought to 
be on leave, or whether the Columbine was 
supposed to have arrived at San Francisco, the 
lad himself never knew ; probably his enter- 
tainer was too much engrossed with his own 
business to think of asking; for all California 
was in an uproar, and every man was averse to 
asking or answering personal questions. In 
three days' time Ralph Somerville and Tom 
Sherlock were at Sacramento. 
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The whole of the in- 
" habitants of the now 
important city of Sac- 
ramento, situated on 
the river of that name, 
were in an intense state 
of excitement; even the 
ceaseless eflforts to gain 
more gold had given 
way for a time, and the "almighty dollar" 
was temporarily dispossessed from the exalted 
throne he has usually held in that head-centre 
of miners. It was towards the end of the year 
1854. Great events were taking place in 
Europe, where the allied armies were breaking 
themselves against Sebastopol, and doing all 
that lay within the power of men to subdue the 
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countless thousands of the encroaehinor Mus- 

o 

covites. Our brave soldiers were dying by- 
hundreds of wounds, sickness, and exposure, 
yet still they held their ground and fought on, 
regarded with admiration by the eyes of the 
whole civilised world. But whilst this mighty 
struggle was proceeding in the East, the West 
was, and had been for the last six years, the 
scene of a conflict to which were attracted 
thousands of men of every colour, race, and 
nation. The West Indian Creole would be 
found wielding his arms manfully side by side 
with the red-bearded and blue-eyed Scandi- 
navian; and the dirty yellow-hided Mexican 
would lay down his weapons to pour forth a 
volley of abuse upon his fellow-soldier, the pig- 
eyed Chinaman, who, standing stolidly and 
patiently until the infuriated half-breed had 
exhausted his torrent of invective, would then 
grin a ghastly smile, and proceed as if nothing 
had happened. The army of the East fought 
with gun, lance, and sabre, and their enemy 
was their fellow-man ; the motley array in the 
West waged war with pick, shovel, and tin- 
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dish, whilst their enemy was the earth, and 
their spoil gold. 

Some time about the year 1845 a Swiss ad- 
venturer had settled in California, then stagnant 
and paralysed, owing to the numbing influence 
of an inundation of Franciscan friars, who, in 
their zeal for proselytising, had stricken with 
terror the Indian population of that fertile and 
beautiful country. This man, whose name was 
Sutter, erected a saw-mill on a stream near the 
Sacramento, and was much surprised to find a 
quantity of gold in his sluices. Such a dis- 
covery could never be kept secret, and by 1847 
the news had become noised abroad throughout 
all America, and thousands of people flocked 
to the new diggings. In the following year 
the territory was ceded to the United States, 
and by 1850 the population was over ninety 
thousand, which, by the time of which we are 
now speaking, had increased to over three 
hundred thousand, nearly all of whom were 
either gold-diggers or in some way connected 
with mining. The record of these feverish times 
is very curious. It was a headlong race for 
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fortune, in which the bold and unscrupulous 
carried oflf all the prizes, and the honest or 
weak man went to the wall. Cities sprang up 
with the rapidity of mushrooms — often a drink- 
ing-bar and three wooden shanties were called 
a city, for our Yankee cousins are fond of tall 
names — crowded and lively one week, silent 
and deserted the next, for the inhabitants had 
heard of a vein of gold elsewhere, and moved 
off en masse. Colossal fortunes were made in 
a day by some lucky hit or speculation, and the 
fortunate individual was in indigence within 
six months. Land jobbing was carried on to 
an extent quite unheard of, either before or 
since, in any country. Ships lay in the mag- 
nificent harbour — not by scores, but literally by 
hundreds — ^rotting at their anchors, or blown 
whithersoever the wind listed ; their crews, 
from the captain down to the smallest cabin- 
boy, had all abandoned them, sometimes with- 
out even clearing out the cargo. If a man-of- 
war — ^no matter of what nation — entered the 
bay, sentries with loaded muskets were sta- 
tioned all round her, with positive orders to 
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fire on every deserter, whilst boats rowed guard 
both by day and night; and still, risking all 
the dangers of death by shot, of capture by the 
boats, and of drowning, the men persisted in 

their attempts to escape. H.M.S. D lost 

seventeen men in one night, notwithstanding 
all the precautions above recorded. As the 
loadstone attracts the needle, so did the yellow 
ore in the bowels of the earth draw towards it 
irresistibly the inhabitants of every tongue and 
country. Nothing was talked of but gold, 
nothing was thought of but gold, nothing was 
dreamt of but gold. It pervaded space, it 
seemed to be in the very air, and the most 
commonplace things were regarded through its 
absorbing medium. Every man was esteemed 
or despised by his neighbour according to the 
number of dollars he could show. The little 
amenities of everyday life were neglected, and 
the milk punch of human kindness seemed to 
be utterly dried up by the scorching lust for 
wealth. In San Francisco, Sacramento, and the 
larger cities, the smallest accommodation was 
fabulously expensive. Servants could not be go t 
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for love or, I was going say, for money, but 
then I should be wrong, for anything was to be 
had in California for money, only it required a 
pretty long purse to enable you to indulge in 
luxuries. Liquor was the only thing plentiful, 
and this was to be obtained at any one of the 
hundreds of gambling-saloons, simply for the 
trouble of walking in and pouring it out. 
There was no charge, rather the reverse. The 
thirsty man was encouraged by the proprietor 
and his satellites to drink more, for all around 
him was unwonted luxury — marble tables, 
gorgeous carpets, delicious sofas — and before 
him was the board of green cloth, with the 
magic chink of the seductive metal, so certain 
ere long to tempt the incautious miner, who 
had perhaps slept under nothing better than 
rotten canvas for the last six months. It need 
scarcely be said that all the riff-raflF, rowdies, 
and scoundrels from the four winds of heaven 
flocked to the new El Dorado. Knavery, ruf- 
fianism, and vice were to be seen, not keeping 
in the background and darkness, as befits such 
birds of ill omen, but stalking erect in broad 
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daylight, and plying their noxious calling with- 
out let or hindrance. The most barefaced 
swindling was perpetrated, and if the victim 
raised his voice in remonstrance, a shot from a 
six-shooter (revolver) or a thrust from a bowie- 
knife silenced the indiscreet tongue for ever. 
The wayfarer never knew the moment that he 
might not be struck down by a pistol-shot, for 
whenever an altercation occurred in a gam- 
bling-saloon, it was settled by the pistol ; and 
often the bystanders at the bars, annoyed at 
being thus rudely interrupted in the placid 
enjoyment of their liquors, pulled out their 
ever-ready weapons, and fired indiscriminately 
into the party assembled round the " faro *' or 
*• monte " tables, whereupon what is termed 
in Yankee phraseology " a free fight " ensued, 
usually terminating in two or three dead bodies 
being thrown out into the street for removal 
by their friends — if the unfortunates had any. 
Before the hot blood was even wiped up, 
drinking, play, and blasphemous conversation 
would be renewed. Another danger that the 
wayfarer ran, arose from the high animal spirits 
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with which many of the rowdies were endowed. 
These delightful gentlemen not infrequently lost 
all the money they could beg, bully, or steal, and 
then, after drinking themselves into a frenzy, 
would rush out into the street for a "frolic," 
the said frolic consisting in peppering away 
with their revolvers at any one who happened 
to be within sight. By this simple method 
they not only gratified and amused themselves, 
but, what was far better, established a character 
for recklessness that enabled them to hector 
over the quiet portion of the population with 
impunity. This was more particularly the case 
when the gold fever first broke out, for the 
population flowed into the country so rapidly 
that law and justice were virtually suspended, 
and the badly-disposed part of the community 
had it all their own way. But this reign of 
lawless ruffianism was happily of short duration. 
The peaceable citizens far outnumbered the 
rowdies, whose excesses at length reached such 
a height that honest people determined to take 
the law into their own hands, and wage war 
with the rogues until the latter were rooted out 
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of the land. In pursuance of this resolve, some 
of the most influential men in San Francisco 
formed themselves into a "Vigilance Com- 
mittee," the good effects of which became 
speedily apparent. The mode by which this 
secret society worked was remarkably simple. 
Every ruffian who made himself conspicuous 
was certain to receive, by some unknown means, 
a little document running somewhat as fol- 
lows : — 



To 



" This is to give you notice that twenty-four 
hours are allowed you to clear out of this city. 
If you neglect this warning the penalty of death 
will be exacted, and your blood be upon your 
own head. 

. " By order of the 

"V. C." 

The scoundrels to whom these laconic lines 
were addressed felt at first disposed to laugh 
the order to scorn, and many of them showed 
the mandate openly to their friends, swearing 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



208 



Ralph Sofnerville. 



that neither constituted nor unconstituted 
authority should induce them to budge an inch, 
in which praiseworthy resolution they were 
much encouraged by their associates. But in 
a few days it became apparent that all the 
warned men who did not show a clean pair of 
heels within the assigned period came to most 
lamentable grief. One was found in the centre 
of the main thoroughfare shot through the 
brain; another was stabbed by a perfect 
stranger in a gambling saloon; and a third, 
who had been loudest in his defiance of the 
V. C, was discovered one morning dangling 
from the bough of a tree, just outside the city, 
as handsomely hanged as man could wish. A 
great terror now spread through the ranks of 
rowdydom, and few men lingered an hour after 
receiving a " notice to quit." The effect was 
magical. All those who had outraged society 
hastened to place themselves out of the reach 
of so terrible an avenger. None knew with 
whom to take sweet counsel regarding any 
scheme of villainy, for the man to whom he 
unbosomed himself might denounce him, or, 
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worse still, might be one of the V. C. himself. 
The exodus of the ill-behaved part of the com- 
munity was speedy, though silent, and the city 
was thoroughly purged of the ruffians who had 
hitherto rendered life and property unsafe. 
Nor did these ill-used men fare better in the 
other large towns, which speedily followed the 
example of the capital ; in fact, rowdyism went 
out of fashion, for its followers found no spot of 
ground on which to rest the soles of their feet 
— ^Uke the Moor of Venice, " their occupation 
was gone." If they visited the more remote 
mines, and were convicted, or, as often happened, 
only suspected of any misdemeanour, the out- 
raged diggers waited for neither judge nor jury, 
but, assembling, called for a show of hands, 
and if the popular feeling was in favour of 
punishment, the culprit was at once introduced 
to a certain individual named Judge Lynch, 
under whose supervision he was speedily nm 
up to a bough of the nearest tree, and the body 
there waved in the wind until some charitable 
person gave it Christian burial. 

In due course justice resumed its sway, and 
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then the vigilance committees throughout the 
country at once divested themselves of their 
assumed powers. Many persons living in 
highly-civilised countries, where the majesty of 
the law is supported by a well-trained and 
efficient constabulary, are apt to decry the 
high-handed proceedings of the vigilance com- 
mittees, stigmatising them as barbarous and 
revolting. Had these societies continued their 
functions after the law had been able to deal 
with the criminal population itself, there would 
perhaps have been much truth in the assertion. 
But they dissolved the moment aflFairs were 
established on a satisfactory basis ; and of the 
system itself one remarkable thing can be said, 
namely, that not even its most bitter opponents 
have ever hinted that these powerful organisa- 
tions used their authority in furtherance of 
either private animosity or revenge. A pure 
public spirit animated the whole of the move- 
ment, and, under the exigencies of the occasion, 
I cannot but think the citizens were amply 
justified in the sharp and severe measures they 
adopted. 
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The above is a brief outline of Califomian 
history at the commencement of the gold fever. 
By the end of 1854 things had quite settled 
down. San Francisco was now a splendid city, 
with fine warehouses, noble wharves, and an 
unequalled harbour. Sacramento had not quite 
kept pace with the capital, but might still be 
accounted a large city — possessing handsome, 
broad streets, good buildings, and a theatre. 

I mentioned at the commencement of this 
chapter that the inhabitants of the latter town 
were in a state of unusual excitement. Groups 
of people stopped at the comers of all the 
principal streets to stare at the enormous 
advertisement that announced the appearance 
at the theatre that night of the great Spanish 
danseuse, Inez de Salamanca, who, after having 
bewitched half the crowned heads in Europe, 
and created a perfect furore in New York and 
the larger cities of the Eastern States, had come 
round to San Francisco by way of Panama, 
and, having reaped fresh laurels in the capital, 
was about to delight the good citizens of Sacra- 
mento by an exhibition of her art, which fame 
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reported to be more elegant, graceful, and 
modest than any display of the kind that had 
been before witnessed by the present generation. 

All the travellers putting up at the " Alta 
California" (the principal hotel) were talking 
over the pleasant evening they anticipated, as 
they slowly sucked their cobblers through a 
straw, and smoked the afternoon cigar. Even 
the expert barman, whose skill in mixing cock- 
tails was acknowledged to be second to none of 
his calling in the United States, found time 
amidst the unceasing demands upon his stock- 
in-trade to address a few words concerning the 
danseuse to each thirsty applicant. 

"Keckon you'll be to the fore, colonel?" he 
said, dexterously sliding a fragrant mint julep 
down the marble counter to the expectant 
warrior. 

" You bet," was the laconic reply. 

" I guess Td pouch up my bottom dollar to 
see that gal dance — I would," exclaimed an 
enthusiastic gentleman, whose trim attire pro- 
claimed, him to be a storekeeper. " I was down 
to Frisco (San Francisco) last week, and never 
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missed seeing her a single night. She's the 
loveliest creature that ever I set eyes on ; and 
as to her dancing, why, she foots it like a real 
fairy. She's a whole team and the dog ahead 
of anything IVe ever seen before ; and I reckon, 
gentlemen," he added, with a look of pride, 
** that this child has knocked around sorrier 

" What do you say, Tom, if we go to the 
theatre to night and see this paragon? She 
must be something out of the common, from 
what everyone reports." 

The speaker was a young man, dressed in the 
ordinary hunter's costume, consisting of shirt, 
breeches, and leggings formed of deer-skin, a 
cap of half-dressed buflfalo leather, and round 
the waist a handsome belt of jaguar-skin, in 
which was thrust a formidable-looking bowie- 
knife. In age he appeared about twenty, but 
in truth he was two years younger, the deep 
bronze of his complexion making him seem 
older than he really was. His companion was 
greatly his senior; and though they were both 
travel-stained and dusty, as men who had just 
come off a long journey, there was an air of 
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refinement about the younger of the two which 
plainly betokened that his social position was 
above that of an ordinary hunter. They were 
both lounging lazily across the bar, listening to 
the conversation, and sipping some light claret 
and water. 

" Just as you like," replied the hunter ; " but 
how about the chief? He will be hurt if we 
leave him for so long, and those red-skins are 
the very devil if you rub their pride against the 
grain." 

" Ah 1 well," said Ealph, with a look of re- 
gret — ^for I need scarcely tell the reader that it 
was our hero — " I suppose we had better get 
out to camp again. Where are the horses ?" 

** I told the stable help to give them a feed 
of crushed corn, but they ought to have done 
by this." 

" Come along, then," said the young man ; 
"let us finish our claret and be off". How 
grateful the ice is," he added, putting down his 
empty glass with a sigh of satisfaction. 

"Did you find any letters awaiting you?" 
asked Tom Sherlock. 
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" No, the bureau was closed, and I can't get 
them until to-morrow morning." 

" Then by far the best thing you can do is 
to remain quietly where you are, have your 
horse stabled, go and see this dancing-girl, and 
you can come out to the camp to-morrow after 
your business is concluded. Don't hesitate, 
sir," he continued, seeing that Ralph remained 
imcertain ; " the sight of a pretty girl will do 
you good, after the two years' roughing it you 
have undergone." 

"Very well, Tom, so be it. I'll go to the 
bureau directly it opens, and you may expect 
me shortly afterwards. Is there anything I 
can bring out ? Tobacco — ^have you plenty of 
that?" 

"Yes, sir, but it is not the sort that the 
Panther likes, so if you stumble across any 
' killikinick' buy two or three packets, the chief 
finds ours too strong. And, by-the-bye, I had 
quite forgotten about Zambro's collar, which 
ought to be put in hand without delay. Here 
is the measure of his neck ; and were I you, 
sir, I would select the leather myself — a good 
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tough piece of not less than t\sro inches in 
breadth, with a strong iron buckle; and see that 
the inside is lined with buckskin, so that the 
heads of the spikes will not gall his neck. 
Jimmy Girths, the lame saddler, in Fifth 
Street, is the best man you can go to ; I have 
seen some of his make before. Now, sir, good- 
bye, and I wish you a pleasant evening ;" and, 
thus saying, the hunter threw himself into the 
saddle of his mustang and ambled off. 

Ralph watched him for some distance, mut- 
tering to himself, " What a dear, good, unselfish 
fellow Tom is. I am sure he saw that I wished 
to stay. Well, somehow I do feel a longing to 
see the inside of a theatre once more. And 
this Spanish girl ; how the name strikes home 
to me still I But I must see about Zambro's 
collar, and then get some decent clothes, for 
these old leather things are hardly fit for a 

"Can I have a room for the night?" he in- 
quired of the barman, when he returned. 

"Well, I reckon you can, though were 
pretty full, for all them play-acting people have 
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taken up their quarters in the left wing. Til 
ring for the house-help and find out All 
right, sir," he called out, after consulting with 
the housemate?, who was not a pretty girl, 
reader, but a stout able-bodied negro, as black 
as the ace of spades. "Joe will show you 
your quarters ; you will be close to the Spanish 
dancing-girl, so must take care she does not 
run away with you;" and the barman, who was 
an old acquaintance of our hero's when he 
had put up at the Alta California two years 
before, laughed heartily at his own remark. 

Ealph dined at the table dhote, where the 
company was composed of some representa- 
tive of nearly every country on the globe. 
After the changes had been rung on every sub- 
ject connected with mining, and cattle had 
come in for their fair share of attention, some 
one asked if anything had been heard lately of 
Mexican Sam. This name seemed to be 
familiar to all the guests, and many were 
the remarks respecting the individual in 
question. 

" He's the most infernal scoundrel unhung," 
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said a Yankee ranchero (stock-owner), bringing 
down his fist upon the table ; " he and half-a- 
dozen of the vagabonds in his gang came down 
upon my farm six months ago, and drove oflf 
nearly a hundred head of my best cattle." 

" He visited Quart-Pot Gulch the other day," 
said a fat German, " and burnt all the shanties 
down, after he had stripped the men of every 
ounce of gold they had collected within the last 
year. I was buying gold there, and he robbed 
me of every dollar, and even of my mules. 
How I wish some one would bring his scalp in 
and earn the thousand dollars reward." 

"Did you see Mexican Sam yourself?" 
inquired a young man, whose flaxen hair con- 
trasted strongly with the swarthy hue of his 
skin, and whose voice struck Ralph as familiar 
to his ear. The question was addressed to the 
last speaker, who became somewhat fidgety at 
the number of eyes fixed upon him and await- 
ing his response. 

" See him ? Of course I did. I just told 
you he robbed me of every ounce I had about 
me. 
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"Should you know him again, do you 
think ?*^ pursued his interlocutor. 

" Well, that I could hardly say," answered 
the stout Gennan. " His face was hidden by a 
thick piece of black crape, and, to confess the 
truth, I was not in so observant a mood just at 
that time. I noticed, however, that his hair 
was very black, and that he sat his horse like a 
man unused to riding.'^ 

"Ah I that is because he has been a sailor," 
broke in a young Mexican, gaily dressed in a 
handsome poncho; "and sailors can never 
ride." 

" Did you ever meet him, sefior ?" asked the 
yoimg man with the light hair, bending 
courteously to the Mexican. 

" No, thank the Blessed Virgin, never. But 
I know his history." 

"Pray tell it to us, sefior," was echoed by 
many voices, Ralph's amongst the number. 

"Most willingly, cahcUleros. I happened to 
be on the Colorado River a year ago, and wish- 
ing to purchase some cattle from a ranch at 
Moleje, I followed the river down to the head 
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of the Gulf of California, where I knew there 
was a small township established by the diggers, 
and from whence I hoped to find a coaster that 
would cany me to my destination. I there 
heard all about this young desperado — for he is 
very young, sefiors, not yet twenty. His 
mother was a black lady from the island of 
Scotland, in the East Indies, and his father 
was a rich cattle-owner in the English House 
of Lords. Meat is very scarce in England, as 
I dare say some of you cahalleros can testify 
(here the narrator bowed gracefully to his 
listeners), and, to make his son love cattle. Sir 
Backbone — ^that was the name of the English 
lord — ^had a sheep or a calf killed every day 
and given to the baby to eat. Through this 
treatment he grew so fierce that, instead of 
loving cattle as Sir Backbone wished, he would 
chase them about the British pampas for the 
sake of biting them. His father sent him a 
voyage to his maternal country (the East 
Indies), where he committed a murder, and 
then, packing up his things, walked to Panama, 
from whence he sailed for the Gulf of California." 
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" I see you smile, seflors " — and, indeed, most 
of the company had a violent inclination to 
laugh outright at the yoimg Mexican s gro- 
tesque narrative and vague notion of the very 
elements of geography — " but what I tell you 
is holy truth. I received it from tlie lips of 
Xavier Moreno, to whom it had been communi- 
cated by Sam himself. 

" When he arrived at the .Rio Colorado he 
commenced washing out gold, in which he was 
instructed by Juan Valgas, who pitied his 
inexperience ; but, finding that poor Juan got 
more than himself, he stabbed him to the heart, 
robbing him afterwards, and then, mounting on 
the best horse he could find in the corral, he 
rode away and was lost to sight, until he turned 
up with the gang of half-castes, Indians, and 
other murderous vagabonds with whom he now 
infests the country. Xavier Moreno told me 
that he once found him sleeping with his shirt 
unbuttoned, and saw round his neck a little 
pouch of sealskin ; but on stooping to examine 
it more closely, he awoke the young miscreant, 
who jumped up and pursued him with a knife, 
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and if Xavier had not vaulted on his horse's 
back and galloped oflF, his life would have fallen 
a sacrifice to his pardonable curiosity. Such is 
his history, senors, as related by himself. May 
the holy saints preserve us if Sir Backbone has 
brought up all his family on sheep and calves^" 
said the young Mexican, devoutly crossing him- 
self ; and, bowing to his late audience, he left 
the room, his enormous spurs clanking along 
the wooden floor at every step. 

When he was out of earshot there was a 
general laugh, particularly amongst the Anglo- 
Saxon guests. 

" Wall, stranger,'* said a good-natured look- 
ing Yankee, turning to Ralph, " is that the way 
you bring up your young ims in the old 
country? Does Queen Victoria feed all the 
little Princes and Princesses in the Tower of 
London with raw meat instead of bread and 
mUk?" 

*' Somebody must have been chaffing that 
poor Mexican," replied Ralph, laughing. 

" Perhaps he was chaffing us," observed the 
young man with the light hair. 
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" No fear, siree," said the Yankee ; " every 
word the greaser (Mexican) told us he believes 
as he does his saints. There is no lie too 
monstrous for them to swallow; and it isn't 
their fault either, for take them all round as a 
nation and you will find them sharp enough — 
a darned sight too sharp sometimes — ^it's the 
fault of the priests, who have smothered educa- 
tion for fear the people see that the quickest 
way to set themselves on their legs again is to 
ship every shovel-hat back to Spain, and turn 
the monasteries into manufactories." 

*' But can you tell me anything reliable about 
this man Mexican Sam?" asked Ralph. "Of 
course I have heard of him, as I suppose every 
one in California has; but his history seems 
buried in mystery. Is there any. truth in the 
story our friend has just told us, do you 
suppose ?" 

" I reckon he's half right and half wrong," 
replied the Yankee. "I believe the young 
scoundrel to be a countryman of yours — a 
Britisher — ^and this much is certain, that he 
came to the River Colorado in a coasting 
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schooner. Rumour says that he is quite a boy 
still, but of so violent a disposition that the 
very desperadoes who compose his band stand 
in terror of his outbreaks. That he is cruel, 
malignant, and bloodthirsty, is sufficiently 
proved by the testimony of his many victims. 
Everybody must have heard how he stopped 
the pony express on this side of the Rockies, 
and when the mailman manifested some doubts 
lest the authorities would believe that he had 
been waylaid and plundered, Sam said in the 
softest tones — 

" * I will give you a certificate, if you like.* 
" ' WeU, cap, if you do that, I'll say you're a 
real good un,' replied the unsuspicious lad. 
* Just two lines on a bit of paper wUl do.' 

" ' Oh, I can manage it without writing,' said 
Sam. * Here, Manuel, Josd, just take off this 
honest mailman's ears; he wants a certificate 
to show that we've stopped him. There,' con- 
tinued the young fiend, placing the severed 
organs in the letter-bag, and carefully tying up 
the mouth, * I don't think they'll doubt your 
word now when you get to Frisco.' 
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" I was standing at the door of the bureau 
waiting for my letters when poor Paul Tuckett 
rode up, his shoulders drenched with blood. 
Erysipelas set in, and he died in a week. That 
is only one amongst many acts of wanton 
cruelty he has committed. All that the Mexican 
told us about Sir Backbone and the House of 
Lords is sheer nonsense ; but report says that 
Sam was well bom, and that he was once in 
the British navy. [Here the young man with 
light hair, who had been listening attentively, 
turned very white, and left the room.] That 
is all I can tell you about him,'^ concluded the 
speaker; ''and it's a tarnation shame that a 
band of miscreants should have existed so long 
amongst us. They ought to send the military 
out and capture them all." 

Kalph had taken the precaution to book a 
place for the evening's performance soon after 
the trapper had quitted him ; and it was lucky 
he had done so, for the crowd at the ticket 
office was very great, and many applicants were 
rejected for lack of room. The young man 
heard before dinner that the company had 
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arrived from San Francisco, and were then 
resting, previous to the toils of the evening. He 
was walking up and down the verandah smok- 
ing a cigar, and waiting for the Yankee whose 
acquaintance he had made at the iahle d'hote^ 
and who had agreed to accompany him to the 
theatre, when the sound of many footsteps 
descending the stairs of the hotel drew his 
attention, and on looking into the vestibule he 
saw that the actors were coming down, on their 
way to the theatre. He drew on one side, and 
stood looking rather curiously at the members 
of the company as they filed past him, laugh- 
ing, chatting, and humming scraps of operas, in 
the light-hearted manner common to the fol- 
lowers of the sock and buskin. 

" Caramba ! not a bad-looking set of fellows. 
What a gaucho that man in the broad sombrero 
would make; he looks built for the saddle. 
But where is the fair danseuse? Surely she 
cannot have gone out before the others." 

Whilst thus meditating, steps were again 
heard, accompanied by the rustle peculiar to a 
silk dress, a sound from which our hero had 
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been long separated, and which sent an 
indefinable thrill through his whole being. He 
drew courteously back, and bowed with the 
grace of an accomplished cahallero, as a female 
form, clothed in black, and with the features 
entirely concealed by a lace veil of the same 
colour, appeared, leaning on the arm of an 
elderly gentleman, and followed at a little dis- 
tance by another rather stout lady, evidently a 
companion or gouvemante. The foremost lady, 
whose light-springing footstep and slender figure 
indicated that she was quite young, replied ' 
modestly, yet gracefully, to Ralph s profound 
salute, and an attentive observer would have 
noticed that she made a momentary pause on 
catching sight of the young man's features, 
but, immediately recovering herself moved on, 
though not without her hesitation attracting 
the notice of the old gentleman. 

"A very polite cabaUero, my dear," he 
remarked ; " did you ever see him before ? I 
thought I observed you pause." 

"No, tio mioy^' replied the girl, in a soft 
voice, "he is unknown to me, but his face 
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reminded me strangely of one long past away;" 
and Ifiez de Salamanca gave a little sigh, and 
had the lace that obscured her lovely eyes been 
removed, a tear to the memory of the lost one 
would have been seen quivering on their 
lids. 

" A deuced pretty figure," said Ralph to him- 
self, f and a well-mannered girl too, from the 
way she acknowledged my bow. Ah 1 here 
comes my Yankee friend, and now I shall see if 
this young Spaniard is worthy of all the com- 
mendation bestowed upon her." 

The first piece played that evem'ng at the 
Sacramento theatre was a sparkling little 
comedy, to which few people paid much atten- 
tion, reserving themselves for the appearance of 
the danseusey which would take place shortly 
after its termination. The time arrived; the 
bell tinkled ; the orchestra struck tip the 
cachucha ; a light, fairy form bounded on to 
the stage amidst the plaudits of the crowded 
house; and Ralph Somerville sat upright in 
his seat, rigid as though some enchantress had 
touched him with her wand, and in a moment 
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converted the warm flesh and blood into 
marble. 

In the Spanish dansease he recognised the 
girl he had rescued from Fernandez de Afuera, 
and whose loss in the Columbine he had so 
deeply lamented. 
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Although I have, at 
I one bound, skipped over 
the space of two years, 
it is not my intention 
to leave the reader un- 
I enlightened regarding 
the events that took 
place during that time. 
Imagining that the 
Columbine was lost, and quite heart-broken at 
the thought of the melancholy fate that had 
befallen the little girl whom he so tenderly 
loved, our hero entertained for the time a pro- 
found dislike of the sea, and, as has been 
already stated, persuaded Tom Sherlock to take 
him on a hunting trip to the Rocky Mountains. 
From Sacramento Ralph wrote to his mother. 



A TIMELY SHOT. 
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detailing bis adventures on Maria Magdalena ; 
nor did he ever lose an opportunity of com- 
municating with home, and assuring his anxious 
parents of the safety of their wandering son. 

The hundred pounds that he received from 
the merchant at San Francisco was a sum 
amply sufficient to provide the horses and the 
simple equipment required by the two friends 
for their expedition. Kesisting all the fascina- 
tions of the gold-fields, Kalph and Tom, 
accompanied by the faithful hound Zambro, 
plunged into the interior, and, crossing the 
Rocky Mountains with great difficulty, de- 
scended to the open prairies that stretch for 
hundreds of miles to the eastward of that 
range. To enter minutely into their adventures, 
perils, and escapes would be impossible in the 
present little narrative, for they were numerous 
enough to fill the pages of a larger book than 
this. Ralph felt the depression which had so 
weighed him down gradually disappear as new 
scenes were opened to him, and at times his 
sojourn on board the Columbine seemed rather 
like an indistinct dream than a stern reality. 
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Only to one thought did he cling with a 
tenacity that seemed wonderful in so young a 
man — his love for Inez de Valverde. Time so 
far tempered his grief that he was enabled to 
talk about the lost girl, and he felt a strange 
solace in recalling to Tom Sherlock a thousand 
little incidents that had entirely escaped the 
memory of the honest trapper. His new life 
suited the lad admirably ; his well-knit frame 
became daily more developed, showing promise 
of great muscular power when manhood was 
attained; and the fact that he almost always 
carried his life in his own hands taught him a 
lesson in self-reliance, and a readiness in any 
emergency, which proved of the greatest value 
in his after career. That he had always been 
possessed of plenty of pluck and nerve we 
already know, and perhaps the following anec- 
dote will illustrate how much a hunter's life 
had tended to strengthen these qualities. 

One afternoon our two friends were riding 
quietly along, running up a valley formed by 
two spurs of the Eocky Mountains, which 
towered majestically over their heads, when 
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they saw smoke arising from the brushwood 
ahead of them; and, as some of the Indian 
tribes were at enmity with the white men, 
Tom judged it most prudent to reconnoitre, 
before showing themselves to what might per- 
haps prove to be an enemy. Accordingly they 
dismounted, and, leaving the horses under 
Kalph's charge, the trapper crept through the 
undergrowth until he arrived near enough to 
the strange camp to ascertain that it was 
occupied by the Stone Indians, an offshoot of 
the great Blackfoot nation. The latter confine 
themselves to the prairies^ but the Stones had, 
many years before, taken to the Rocky Moun- 
tains during a period of famine and drought, 
and had remained there ever since, only rarely 
descending to the plains to dispose of their 
peltry and keep up a connection with the 
parent stem. They were now reduced to a 
small band, the warriors not numbering more 
than thirty men, for in their last visit to the 
Blackfoot coimtry the tribe had been attacked 
by an overwhelming body of their deadly 
enemies, the Crees, and only a handful had 
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effected their escape, owing to tbe determined 
bravery of the chief, a noble-looking young man 
named the Panther. Tom Sherlock had often 
fallen in with the Stone Indians before, and 
knew that he could count upon a kind recep- 
tion from the chief, with whose father he had 
formerly bartered peltries. He therefore walked 
boldly up to the camp, having first hallooed to 
Ealph to bring up the horses. 

An Indian camp was no novelty to our hero; 
but he was much struck by the order and 
cleanliness that prevailed in this, and also con- 
ceived an immediate liking for the young chief, 
who welcomed him with a dignified though 
melancholy smile. The trapper was perfectly 
at home in the Blackfoot language, having 
been constantly thrown amongst them whilst 
in the service of the Hudson's Bay Company; 
and, noticing the depression depicted on the 
Panther s countenance, he questioned him as to 
its cause. The chief replied that on the pre- 
ceding day, when the warriors were away in 
the mountains hunting, his pretty little wife, 
with his only son slung to her back, had 
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wandered to the head of the valley in search of 
cranberries. The "Lotus-flower" had nearly 
filled her bark basket, when she was disturbed 
by a crackling in the scrub, and an enormous 
grizzly bear burst forth, and, rushing upon the 
poor defenceless girl, struck her down with his 
paw, inflicting a terrible wound on her shoulder 
and breast with his formidable claws. By the 
greatest good fortune she fell into a rift in the 
rock, so narrow that the monster was unable to 
reach her, from whence she was rescued by the 
other squaws, who, alarmed at her absence, had 
set forth to seek her. The child was luckily 
unhurt, but the poor little Lotus-flower's life was 
despaired of. During his eventful career, the 
trapper had picked up a considerable knowledge 
of bush surgery, and our friends carried on 
their pack mule a small box containing a few 
medicines, some soothing ointment for hurts, 
and abundance of lint and plaster. Tom 
volunteered to do all in his power for the 
relief of the sufferer, and was shown into her 
wigwam, whilst Ralph routed out the medicine- 
chest. Sherlock found that the claws had cut 
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the flesh like a razor, but no bones were broken, 
and the girl seemed sinking more from the 
effects of terror than from the injuries she had 
received. Having carefully washed the wounds, 
Tom dressed them with lint and ointment, and, 
tearing up a spare shirt into strips, bandaged 
the wounded part securely, and then adminis- 
tered a powerful opiate, which soon sent the 
girl into a profound sleep. The North American 
Indians have the niost implicit reliance in the 
medicines of the white man, and the awe- 
stricken faces of the assembled warriors whilst 
Ealph was overhauling the box was amusing to 
see. The Panther watched the whole operation 
of dressing the wound with the deepest interest; 
but when Tom poured out the sleeping draught, 
he seemed much concerned that a portion of 
the contents of each of the other phials was 
not mixed with it. 

On the following morning, when the Lotus- 
flower awoke, it was evident that Tom's treat- 
ment had produced a good effect. The night's 
repose had calmed the patient's mind, and she 
was now able to talk over the whole catastrophe 
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without fancying that she still felt the hot 
breath of the savage brute upon her naked 
shoulder. In a couple of days the chief's wife 
was out of danger, and the whole tribe prepared 
to sally forth and wreak vengeance on the 
** grizzly," the cause of so much anxiety. 

It is a great mistake to suppose that the red 
man is wanting in affection— an error into which 
people are apt to fall from seeing his stoical 
behaviour and impassive countenance under 
misfortune or domestic affiction. That he is 
not very demonstrative in his affection is per- 
pectly true ; it is not his nature to show his 
feelings to strangers, and he has been schooled 
from childhood to suppress every external 
emotion. But, as a rule, he is a good and 
faithful husband, and in every case an affec- 
tionate father ; indeed the Indian children are 
spoiled, until they become a perfect nuisance, 
running about the camp at will, and doing 
every kind of mischief uncorrected. 

The Indians had followed up the trail of the 
bear, and found that a pair of these animals were 
quartered in a cave amongst the mountains, 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



238 Ralph Somerville. 

about two miles from the valley in which the 
camp lay, from whence they daily sallied forth in 
search of the roots and fruit on which they sub- 
sist when animal food is scarce. So much has 
been written about the grizzly bear that every 
schoolboy must be familiar with its appearance 
and general habits. The tenacity of life pos- 
sessed by these animals is most remarkable, and 
one of them is rarely attacked by the Indians 
without the tribe having to raise the death-wail 
over a warrior. Even when shot through the 
heart, the grizzly will not drop at once ; and 
old hunters state that no wound is instan- 
taneously effective except a bullet in the eye, 
which generally penetrates to the brain. 

Both Ealph and Tom had volunteered their 
assistance in the forthcoming hunt, and their 
services were readily accepted, for, though the 
Indians were all armed with rifles, they were 
of a very inferior description to the weapons 
possessed by the hunters, and the powder they 
obtained from the travelling traders in exchange 
for their furs was of a coarse and inferior 
quality. Twenty warriors were selected, and 
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divided into two parties — one under the com- 
mand of the Panther, the other led by a chief 
of lesser rank. Ralph attached himself to the 
first, at the request of the leader ; and as it 
was determined that the game should not 
escape, the Panther had resolved to make a 
detour with his band, and, mounting above the 
lair of the bears, camp there all night, ready to 
attack them when they set out in quest of food 
at daylight, when the second party, to which 
Tom belonged, would have ascended from the 
valley, and the grizzlies would find themselves 
caught in whichever direction they turned. 

These dispositions were effectually carried 
out, and, at early dawn, Ralph, the Panther, 
and the nine warriors were spread out in a 
semicircle above the cave, awaiting the exit of 
the animals. The long howl of the coyote (or 
wolf) — the signal agreed upon — gave notice 
that the second party had taken up their proper 
position. The lair was, therefore, completely 
and silently surrounded, and it only remained 
for the enemy to show themselves. This they 
were not long in doing. Both bears emerged 
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Bimultaneously from their den, and stood upon 
the little platform of smooth rock that stretched 
before its entrance, looking round fiercely in 
every direction, and sniflSng the fresh morning 
air, as though suspicious of the presence of some 
hidden enemy. In a few minutes the smaller 
animal commenced the descent of the hill, 
whilst her consort struck off in rather an 
upward direction, making for a spot where two 
of the chief ^s party lay hidden. 

The female grizzly, aided by the slope of tne 
mountain, rattled down at a great pace, and 
soon came within rifle-shot of Tom Sherlock's 
band. Two Indians fired at her when she had 
approached within twenty yards of the rock 
which concealed them, and both bullets took 
effect, for she halted, gave an angry roar to call 
the attention of her companion, and glared 
savagely around to discover the whereabouts 
of her hidden assailants. 

" Now I think I can put a bullet through the 
she-devil's heart," muttered Tom ; and his rifle 
was raised, and his finger on the trigger, when 
one of the warriors who had fired, incautiously 
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showed himself above the rock behind which he 
was reloading his rifle. With a deep growl, the 
wounded and enraged animal rushed upon the 
Indian, who had not finished charging his 
weapon, and was, therefore, perfectly unarmed 
except his knife. This he drew, and gallantly 
stood upon his defence. As the bear charged, 
Tom Sherlock took a snap shot at her, and had 
the satisfaction of hearing the dull thud which 
tells the hunter that his bullet has gone home ; 
but the wound had no visible effect in checking 
her career, and in a moment she had closed 
with the Indian. Knowing the uselessness of 
an empty rifle, the warrior had thrown it away, 
and stood upright, with his keen scalping-knife 
in his right hand, and his left arm bent to form 
a frail protection to his body. That nothing 
but a miracle could possibly save his life the 
gallant fellow knew, yet he stood calm and 
motionless awaiting the onslaught, no single 
nerve in his whole frame betraying a quiver, 
and his features as impassive as though a deer 
were approaching him instead of an infuriated 
grizzly. 
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" Well, the Indians certainly are noble fel- 
lows," thought Tom Sherlock, who was 
standing behind a bush, his rifle in readiness^ 
hoping that the bear would give him an oppor- 
tunity of lodging the contents of his second 
barrel in her brain. From the oblique direction 
in which she was running, this was impossible ; 
but when she reared herself on her hind legs to 
attack the warrior, she gave the trapper a 
momentary opening, and his bullet sped 
straight to her heart — a shot which required no 
little dexterity and nerve, for, had the ball 
swerved only half-a-dozen inches, the position 
of the combatants was such that it must have 
killed the warrior. But, though wounded in 
this vital part, the grizzly's course was not 
arrested. When she rose on her hind legs, the 
Indian stepped boldly forward, and, thrusting 
his naked left arm into her open mouth, was 
enabled to bury his knife twice to the hilt in 
her shaggy chest before the terrible paws struck 
him down, and he fell dead beneath the body 
of his antagonist, whose vital power deserted 
her at this moment, and she came heavily to 
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the ground, deluging the prostrate warrior with 
the blood that poured from her mouth, and 
crushing out any remnant of life that may have 
remained in the unfortunate man by the pres- 
sure of her enormous carcase. 

When the largest grizzly heard the roar of 
his consort, he paused, and, growling savagely, 
prepared to descend to her relief, but several 
bullets lodged in his body warned him that he 
had foes of his own to contend with ; instead, 
therefore, of going down the hill, he retreated 
slowly to his den, stopping at every few steps 
to lick the blood that flowed from his flanks. 
On reaching the little platform in front of 
the cave, he stood for a moment undecided, 
and then, entering his kir, disappeared from 
view. 

A consultation was now held, and it was 
determined that the warriors should retain their 
present position and wait for his re-appearance ; 
but this delay little suited the impetuous spirit 
of the young chief, who, panting to avenge 
the injuries sustained by the Lotus -flower, 
sprang lightly down the mountain side, and 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



244 Ralph Somerville. 

gained the flat space in front of the cave. 
This rash act was executed so quickly that it 
escaped the observation of most of the hunters, 
until a loud roar and the report of a rifle drew 
their attention to the scene of conflict. The 
moment the Panther showed himself, the 
wounded bear rushed headlong from the den, 
and, undeterred by the bullet which the chief 
sent down his throat, reared himself on end, 
and with one wrench of his paws twisted the 
empty rifle out of his assailant's hands. Never 
was man in a more critical situation. The 
warriors were afraid to fire lest they should 
strike their leader, and the body of the latter 
was between the animal and the unerring bullet 
of the trapper. Another moment, and the Stone 
Indians would have had to mourn their chief; 
but during this fearful suspense, when every 
beholder involuntarily held his breath, the sharp 
crack of a rifle rang through the air, and the 
grizzly, tottering backwards, fell off* the platform 
into the scrub beneath — a depth of thirty feet — 
and the astonished Panther was left standing 
alone upon the ledge, breathless, unarmed, and 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



The Spanish '' Danseuse." 245 

unhurt. Throughout the trying scene — ^which 
occupied far less time than it will take to read 
these few lines — ^Ralph had retained his pre- 
sence of mind, and it was his bullet that, at 
the moment when death seemed inevitable, 
had pierced the brain of the furious monster, 
and saved the chief from an early and bloody 
grave. 

The Panther glanced doWn at the brown 
mass which lay motionless beneath him, and 
then, recovering his rifle, walked slowly up to 
Ralph, and, extending his hand, said simply, 
" My brother." By a hearty grasp the compact 
was ratified ; and from that time our hero and 
the chief were inseparable. Before long the 
latter was able to cancel his debt, by saving 
Ralph's scalp when the lad lay stunned, and 
the chief of a band of wandering Crees, who 
had attacked the Stones' camp, had already 
twisted his hand in the thick chestnut hair, and 
was on the point of circling the temples with 
his murderous blade. 

In narrating the above adventure, I am 
conscious of having digressed; but it was 
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necessary to give the reader an explanation of 
the circumstances by which our friends and this 
Indian tribe became so closely united. 

After a year had passed away in the excite- 
ment of a hunter's life, Ralph had wished to 
visit San Francisco and obtain some news of 
his relations in England ; but the winter had 
been unprecedentedly severe, and every pass 
over the Rocky 'Mountains was buried many 
feet deep in snow. Three several times, at dif- 
ferent points, our friends attempted to cross 
the formidable barrier, but they were always 
defeated, and on the last occasion they nearly 
lost their lives, so it was resolved to defer the 
journey until the following year. It was 
shortly after this that they fell in with the 
Stone Indians, as before recorded, and with them 
they remained hunting, trapping, and repelling 
the attacks of the troublesome Crees, until the 
autumn of 1854, at which time all the passes 
were open and travelling easy. During their 
lengthened stay in the wilds, a large quantity 
of valuable furs had been collected, both by 
our friends and by the Stone Indians. The 
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ktter were in the habit of bartering their 
peltries with traders^ who, at certain Beasons 
of the year, make a round amongst the different 
tribes, and give villainonsly bad rum, tobacco, 
blankets, &c., for the beautiful furs it has cost 
the poor red man so much time and trouble to 
collect. Ralph and Tom both pointed out to 
the Panther the much better bargain he would 
make were he to cany the peltry of the tribe 
to Sacramento or San Francisco, where he could 
get good powder and real tobacco, instead of 
the miserable trash supplied by the travelling 
traders; and they proposed that six of the 
warriors should accompany them, when the 
trapper would see that they received full value 
for the goods they had to dispose o£ Indians 
are no fools, and the advantage of this proposal 
was at once seen and hailed with joy by the 
whole tribe. Five warriors were therefore 
chosen by lot, the furs all carefully packed on 
led mustangs, and the party formed a very 
imposing cavalcade, as it wound up the steep 
gorges of the Rocky Mountains, with Ralph, 
Tom, and the Panther at its head. 
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The parting between the white men and the 
Lotus-flower was very affecting. To one she 
owed her own life, to the other her husband's. 
When they went to her wigwam to bid the girl 
adieu, she presented Ralph with the handsome 
jaguar-skin belt that I have already mentioned, 
and for Tom Sherlock she had worked a tobacco- 
pouch, beautifully ornamented with pieces of 
porcupine quills. When the actual moment of 
parting came, she tried in vain to maintain her 
stoicism ; first her pretty little lip commenced 
to work convulsively and her bosom to heave, 
then the unbidden tears welled up in her dark 
eyes, and finally she broke down altogether, 
and, throwing herself into Ralph's arms, sobbed 
out, "My brother I my brother 1" 

When within three miles of Sacramento, the 
party halted, and pitched their camp on one 
of the small tributaries of the river; for the 
Panther knew the irresistible attraction that 
the " fire-water " of the pale faces possessed for 
his warriors, and that, if they once set foot 
within the town before the peltries were dis- 
posed of, they would part with them for as little 
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as could have been obtained from the traders on 
the prairies. 

I have' now brought Balph Somerville and 
his companion down to the day on which the 
Spanish danseuse was announced to appear, 
and I therefore pass on to the Columbine and 
our heroine. 

The United States frigate Monongahela towed 
the disabled corvette into the beautiful harbour 
of Acapulco, on the coast of Mexico, and im- 
mediately on his arrival. Captain Benshaw, 
finding no English man-of-war in the port, 
chartered a small coasting vessel, and despatched 
her to the Tres Marias in search of Ealph and 
the trapper. The little craft was old, and a 
very bad sailer, in addition to which she en- 
countered a succession of calms and contrary 
winds ; thus she did not reach the island until 
two days after the General Jackson had called 
in and taken off our hero and his companion. 

We left Inez in her cot, insensible from the 
effects of her fall Happily, no great mischief 
was done beyond a severe bruise, and by the 
time Acapulco was reached all traces of her 
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accident had disappeared. The poor child was 
in a terrible state of anxiety when she dis- 
covered the loss of her sealskin packet, and at 
once made it known to Captain Eenshaw. It 
will be remembered that she was insensible 
during the whole time that Sam Bateson was 
with her, and had not the slightest know- 
ledge of his presence ; whilst the good-natured 
sentry, to whom she was speaking when she 
fell, had been killed by the fall of a block on 
his head. For some time hopes were enter- 
tained that the missing pouch would be found 
jammed up in one of the comers of the cabin, 
for everything had fetched way when the ship 
lay on her beam-ends, and the* furniture, 
chests of drawers, &c., were heaped up together 
in the wildest disorder. The most minute 
search, however, failed to discover it, and the 
only conclusion at which the captain could 
arrive was that it had been disengaged from 
the girl's neck some time when she was ashore 
at Maria Magdalena, and had dropped in the 
sand. 

Whilst at Acapulco, Captain Eenshaw visited 
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the Spanish consul, and gave him all the par- 
ticulars relating to the girl that he had been 
able to gather. Much attached to her as the 
good skipper had become, it was quite evident 
that she could no longer remain on board the 
Columbine — ^such a proceeding would have been 
diametrically opposed to "the customs and 
regulations of Her Majesty's ships and vessels 
of war'* — and, besides, it was to the little ocean 
waif's own interest that her belongings should 
be brought to light aa soon as possible. Captain 
Renshaw was in great perplexity ; he could not 
bear the idea of leaving the child with strangers, 
and he could not keep her on board his own 
vessel In the various interviews he had held 
with the Spanish consul, the latter bad always 
struck him as a very respectable person, and 
his wife as a good, motherly old lady. He 
therefore proposed that they should admit Inez 
into their family, whilst the nuns at Copiapo 
were communicated with regarding her rela- 
tions ; and on the skipper's volunteering to pay 
for her board and lodging, and to defray any 
other expenses that might arise, the arrange- 
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ment was concluded and a great weight taken 
off Captain Kenshaw's mind, who now felt 
that he had done all that lay within his power 
for the well-being of his protSgde. 

When the plan waa communicated to Ifiez 
she wept bitterly, and vowed that nothing 
should induce her to leave the ship, where, 
indeed, she would have been as happy as a 
queen — ^for the men all humoured her to the top 
of her bent — had it not been for the absence of 
Ralph, Tom Sherlock, and Zambro. So deter- 
mined was the little lady, that the skipper was 
glad to compromise matters by saying that she 
should remain on board until the Columbine 
was ready for sea, by which time the schooner 
sent to the Tres Marias ought to have returned. 
Meanwhile, the crew of the corvette were work- 
ing hard at getting up jury-masts of sufficient 
size to carry her to Panama, where she could 
get proper spars, and be once more restored to 
a ship-shape appearance. The coasting schooner 
came in at last, and reported that no living 
being was now on Maria Magdalena ; neither 
had they seen anything of the sealskin packet. 
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for which Captain Renshaw had given her 
master particular directions to search. This 
bad news ahnost broke the affectionate girl's 
heart, and she remained down in her cabin for 
the two days that elapsed before the Columbine 
sailed. The officers of the ship had made up a 
little purse for her, and the blue-jackets, hearing 
of it, had sent a deputation aft to the captain, 
asking permission to devote a day's pay to the 
same object. The money thus collected was 
lodged in the hands of Senor Blanco, the 
Spanish consul, for the purpose of procuring 
Inez a new wardrobe ; and at last the moment 
arrived when she was to leave the ship which 
had been for so long her home, and where she 
had experienced so much kindness. All the 
men crowded on deck as the weeping girl de- 
scended the side into the gig in which Captain 
Renshaw was awaiting her, and stood with 
uncovered heads until the boat shoved off, when 
the kind-hearted sailors sprang into the rigging, 
and speeded their httle pet on her way with 
three cheers that rang from end to end of the 
land-locked harbour. 
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"D — n me, messmates," said a sunburnt 
old boatswain's mate, " if it doesn't seem as if 
the light of heaven had left the ship." 

" Yes," replied the captain of the forecastle ; 
" I'd give a month's grog to keep her aboard." 

Now the last-named mariner was dearly 
attached to his allowance of rum, therefore his 
remark will give the reader some idea of the 
estimation in which our heroine was held by 
the crew of H.M.S. Columbine. When she 
awoke at sunrise the next morning and hurried 
out into the verandah, the corvette had spread 
her reduced canvas, and was soon carried by 
the breeze round a point where she was lost to 
sight, and the girl knew that she was once more 
friendless in the world. 

It cannot be said that Inez was unhappy 
during her residence under Senor Blanco's roof. 
The Senora treated her very kindly, and the 
consul put himself in immediate communication 
with the Spanish representative at Copiapo, re- 
questing him to interrogate the superior of the 
Conveut of Nostra Signora del Carmen, and 
extract what information he could regarding 
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the family of our heroine. In due course the 
answer arrived, and was to the effect that there 
had been a revolution in Chili, and much fight- 
ing at Copiapo, when by some mischance the 
Convent of Nostra Signora del Carmen had 
been burnt down, and many of the nuns had 
perished in the flames, among whom was the 
lady superior. On questioning some of the 
survivors, they remembered the little girl per- 
fectly, but only knew that her father had 
arrived suddenly and taken her away. Senor 
Blanco's correspondent had himself made en- 
quiry amongst the merchants, but except that 
Seiior Valverde had been part proprietor of one 
of the largest copper mines, and was by birth a 
Spaniard, he could learn nothing. 

Senor Blanco and his wife were terribly dis- 
turbed at this communication. They were kind 
people, but they were not rich, and the money 
left by Captain Kenshaw was nearly expended. 
With every good will towards the girl, they 
could not keep her for ever. What was to be 
done ? Fortune responded to their question in 
a singular way. 
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The American steamer Golden Gate, running 
between San Francisco and Panama, put into 
Acapulco to repair some injury to her machinery. 
One of the passengers happened to be the cele- 
brated Mr. Brice of New York, a gentleman 
well known in every part of America, and in 
every hole and corner in Europe. Mr. Brice's 
profession was that of an impresario. In every 
village through which he took his way his keen 
eye was always on the alert, watching for a 
pretty face and good figure, or a voice that 
gave promise of future flexibility and power. 
Through him many of our leading operatic 
singers became first known to the world, and 
more than one of the first dancers in Europe 
attained eminence under his fostering care. 
Passing through the streets of Acapulco with a 
friend, and looking sharply about him as usual, 
he perceived the slender form of Ifiez in the 
garden, standing at her full height, with her 
hand uplifted to pluck an orange growing 
almost beyond her reach. 

"By Jove, what a figure 1" he exclaimed, 
dropping the arm of his companion, who 
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thought he was suddenly demented. " I must 
have that girl, if it cost me ten thousand dollars." 
Ketuming to the American Consulate, he at 
once made enquiries, and soon learnt the cir- 
cumstances under which our heroine had be- 
come a resident at Acapulco. In half-an-hour 
he had called at the Spanish Consulate with 
a letter of introduction from the United States 
representative, and requested a few minutes' 
conversation with Senor Blanco, which resulted 
in his presentation to Inez, to whom he abruptly- 
put the question, whether she would go with 
him to Europe and be trained for the stage. 
The girl's high spirit had lately been sorely 
tried by the Senora Blanco, who on more than 
one occasion had taunted her with her poverty, 
and recommended her looking out for some 
method of earning her own living. Of the 
nature of the career proposed to her she was 
profoundly ignorant, never having set foot 
within a theatre in her life ; but on looking at 
Mr. Brice, she saw that he was amiable and 
good-tempered, and without any further hesi- 
tation embraced his offer 
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"You do perfectly right, my dear young 
lady," said the delighted impresario, shaking 
both her hands — " perfectly right. When the 
Seflorita sees you again, Senor Blanco, she will 
be celebrated ; you mark what I say, celebrated. 
But I must be off to the Golden Gate and take 
a lady's cabin. Perhaps, Inez — I may call you 
Inez ? — ^you will have your luggage ready as 
soon as possible, for the steamer sails to-morrow 
morning early. Only take enough clothing to 
last you for a month or so ; we will get every- 
thing you want at Panama; and when you arrive 
at Paris you must have an entirely new ward- 
robe. Good-bye for the present, my dear ; I 
will come here for you this evening, and bring 
some peons to carry down your boxes." Thus 
saying, Mr. Brice kissed one of our heroine's 
hands> and hurried away to the steamer. 

At Paris, Inez was instructed by the best 
masters that could be procured, and less than a 
year was sufficient to complete her stage edu- 
cation. During this time she had received the 
greatest kindness from Mr. Brice. She lived 
with some relations of his own, and was also 
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attended everywhere by an elderly person — ^half 
companion, half lady's-maid — for the iinpre^- 
ario had learned all the details of her little 
history, and, pitying the friendless girl, treated 
her with as much delicate consideration as 
though she had been his own daughter. In 
due course she made her dSbut, and achieved a 
triumph that even Mr. Brice was unprepared 
for. All Europe resounded with the fame of 
la belle Espagnole, and each fresh audience 
was at a loss which to admire most — her 
graceful movements, her dazzling beauty/ or 
the charming maiden modesty which was 
conspicuous even in her moments of most 
intoxicating triumph. Eesolved that his own 
countrymen should be gladdened by the sight 
of his protSgSe, Mr. Brice had accompanied 
Inez across the Atlantic, where she had per- 
formed at the principal towns in the Eastern 
States, and had then passed on to California, 
still under the guardianship of her kind pro- 
tector, on whose arm we saw her leaning when 
she emerged from the Alta California Hotel. 
I may also state that the image of Balph 
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Somerville had never faded from our heroine's 
memory. That he was alive still she felt an 
inward conviction, otherwise the crew of the 
schooner would have found his remains, for 
they had made a minute search of the island ; 
and even at those thrilling moments when her 
triumph was at its greatest height^ when the 
applause of the delighted spectators was ring- 
ing in her ears, and the costly bouquets of rare 
exotics were rained down like hail at her feet — 
even then, though the spirit of the artiste 
swelled with pride at the homage accorded to 
her skill, the heart of the woman was many 
thousand leagues away, and memory recalled to 
her once more the scene she had loved so well 
— ^the warm moonlight evening, the graceful 
corvette curtseying to the rolling swell, the 
quiet spot between two guns, where in earnest 
converse were seated a youthful couple, and 
the sunny face of a chestnut-haired lad, who 
was lovingly smoothing the raven tresses of a 
girl, and murmuring words of affection in the 
grand old language of CastUe. 

I must now say a few words regarding 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



The Spanish *^ Dan sense!' 261 

the Columbine. After repairing damages at 
Panama, the corvette was ordered to the Guay- 
aquil Eiver. Whilst at the former place, 
Captain Renshaw had written to his old mess- 
mate, Marmaduke Somerville, and acquainted 
him with the supposed loss of his son ; but by 
the same mail arrived a lettter from the lad 
himself (written at Sacramento) ; and thus 
Lady Florence was spared the misery of mourn, 
ing for her only child. Captain Somerville at 
once wrote to Sacramento, forwarding a sum of 
money, and desiring the boy to lose no time in 
finding his way to Panama and rejoining his 
ship. That letter and many others from the 
same source still lay in the postal bureau, for, 
as we have seen, the severe winter of 1853 
prevented our friends from visiting the civilised 
districts. Whilst on the prairies, Ralph was 
sometimes enabled to send a few lines to his 
parents by the hands of some wandering trader 
or trapper. Many of these missives were 
lost or miscarried, but enough reached their 
destination to allay the poignant anxiety his 
father and mother would otherwise have felt 
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Captain Somerville also wrote to Captain Ren- 
shaw, informing bim how the lad and his 
companion had escaped from Maria Magdelena, 
and how — thinking that the corvette had 
foundered — the former had resolved on accom- 
panying his friend to the Rocky Mountains. 
The tidings of our hero's safety were soon spread 
through the corvette, where he was a general 
favourite, and his return anxiously looked for. 
As we know, that return never took place. 

After Ralph had left, Sam Bateson showed 
out in his true colours, bullying all the younger 
midshipmen, and rendering himself odious to 
his messmates in generaL Whilst at Guayaquil, 
he managed to be a good deal on shore, when 
he spent most of his time in the gambling- 
houses with which South America abounds, 
and as a natural consequence soon lost every 
dollar of his ample allowance at the monte 
table. Utterly unprincipled, and smarting 
under his losses, the infatuated young man 
broke upon the mess caterer's box, and ab- 
stracted the money. The theft was discovered, 
traced home to him, and he was placed under 
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close arrest; but managing to elude the vigilance 
of the sentry — who perhaps had received a 
hint not to watch him too closely — ^he escaped 
from the vessel, and got a passage in a coaster 
bound for Manzanilla. Here he again tempted 
fortune at the gaming table, and in a drunken 
brawl stabbed a Chilian with whom he was 
playing. Justice in Mexico is far from prompt, 
and Sam got safely away to Mazatlan, and from 
thence to the Rio Colorado, at the head of the 
Gulf of California. Of his subsequent career 
the conversation at the table. d'Mte will give 
us some idea. Quite reckless at the loss of his 
position, he plunged into every description of 
crime, and from his turbulent and ferocious 
disposition soon surpassed in iniquity the vil- 
lains with whom he associated. A scheme for 
plundering the detached bodies of miners with 
which every little valley in California then 
abounded was set afoot, and though he was the 
youngest of the gang of desperadoes, Mexican 
Sam — such was his sobriquet — was unani- 
mously chosen their leader, an office he filled 
with an ability that would have brought him 
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honour and renown in a worthier cause. Re- 
nown, of a certain kind, he undoubtedly had, 
for all California rang with the atrocities 
committed by his order — of which the cruel 
mutilation of the mailman was one of the 
mildest — and a reward of a thousand dollars 
was oflFered for his apprehension (or scalp) by 
the State authorities; but by wonderful cunning, 
and his skill in disguises, he had always escaped 
his pursuers, and even ventured into the large 
cities to gain information and dispose of his 
badly-acquired gold. WhUst at San Francisco, 
on an errand of this nature, he had visited the 
theatre, and in the celebrated Spanish danseuse 
had recognised Inez de Valverde. Throughout 
all his wanderings he had kept possession of the 
sealskin packet, though he had never hitherto 
taken the trouble to examine it ; for his only 
object in stealing it had been to revenge him- 
self on lilez, who had repulsed an oflfer of what 
he was pleased to call his aflfection, and to 
cause annoyance to his old antagonist, Ealph 
Somerville. Now, however, he examined 
the papers contained in the packet minutely. 
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and was surprised to find that by her father's 
death our heroine had become a great heiress, 
inheriting large estates both in Catalcmia and 
Cuba. This knowledge set his active brain to 
work, and he conceived a plan of enriching 
himself quickly and safely. This was no other 
than the abduction of Inez, whom he thought 
he could terrify into marrying him, if he once 
held her a prisoner in his fastness amongst the 
mountains. In this project he would have the 
assistance of the band of miscreants who called 
him leader; and, once united to the hapless 
girl, he entertained no doubt of being able to 
get safely away, and pass the remainder of his 
life in luxury. Several of his band were lurk- 
ing about at a short distance from the town, 
and to them Sam unfolded his scheme, con- 
cealing his matrimonial intentions, and dwelling 
on the rich jewels and the heavy ransom that 
would accrue to the robbers by our heroine's 
capture. His followers were lost in amazement 
at the daring nature of the proposed viUainy, 
and at first betrayed some unwillingness to 
second him ; but by skillfully exciting their 
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cupidity, Sam overcame all their scruples, and 
they agreed to hide in the vicinity of Sacra- 
mento, which city he knew Ifiez would shortly 
visit, and which he judged more favourable 
to the success of his scheme than the more 
populous town of San Francisco. 

The reader will now easily guess who was 
the light-haired and dark-complexioned young 
man sitting opposite to Ealph, and also his 
object in thrusting himself into a position of so 
much danger. On first encountering our hero, 
he had dreaded recognition, and had almost 
determined to abandon his plot ; but reflection 
showed him that his disguise was complete, 
and the devil at his elbow prompted a diabolical 
expedient, the result of which will appear in 
the following chapter. 
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When we parted from 
our hero, lie was seated 
in the tiieatre, mute 
with astonishment at 
the unexpected appear- 
ance of his lost love. 
Until the dance was 
finished, he continued 
gazing on the stage 
with parted lips and straining eyes ; but 
through the lips the shortened breath came 
painfully, and the eyes saw nothing of the 
present, but were looking back into the far past, 
when the lovely form before him had not yet 
budded into womanhood, and the lovely little 
girl had clung to his arm for support as the 
Columbine bounded merrily over the blue waves. 



A PRBCIOUS BURDEN. 
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The enthusiastic applause of the audience, and 
the energetic exclamation of his American 
friend, " Gee-hosaphat ! that is real jam!'' 
brought the young man to himself, and, re- 
sisting the invitation of the Yankee to ** liquor 
up,'' he left the house and walked slowly to 
the hotel, absorbed in a multitude of thoughts. 
On arrival at the Alta California, he lighted a 
cigar, and pacing the broad verandah — ^then 
quite deserted — meditated over the extraordi- 
nary events of the past hour. 

That Inez de Salamanca and Inez de Valverde 
were the same he could not for a moment doubt, 
for the length and breadth of the world could 
not produce the double of those lovely features 
and liquid eyes. But how came she here? 
Was she not, with the ill-fated Columbine, a 
thousand fathoms deep beneath the waves ? and 
had he not, in the long sleepless hours of the 
night, dwelt upon the sad catastrophe, until its 
every incident was seared into his brain, as 
though he had actually witnessed it ? Could 
he have been mistaken, and had the corvette 
escaped after all? Oh that Tom Sherlock 
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had remained in town to verify his darling s 
identity 1 But, granting that she were the little 
Inez whom he had rescued from Fernandez de 
Afuera, and with whom he had passed so many 
happy hours, would she love him still, nay, 
would she even remember the lad in whose 
heart her image had remained so deeply graven ? 
Impossible. Was it likely that she, whose fame 
was European, and who had seen the world's 
noblest hanging on her slightest movement, 
would ever have bestowed a thought upon one 
so long since lost to sight ? No, he was mad 
to dream of it. But he would find means to 
see her; he would bring to her remembrance 
who he was, and see if in her breast remained 
one spark of the flame that hope once whispered 
he had kindled there. 

Whilst thus tormenting himself, Ralph saw 
three figures approaching from the direction of 
the theatre, which the throbbing of his heart 
told him were our heroine and her companions. 
Hidden in the recess of one of the French 
windows opening on the verandah, the young 
man saw her pass, leaning, as before, on the arm 
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of Mr. Brice, and closely followed by Madame 
Ballot, the gouvemante. By the exercise of 
great self-command he resisted the impulse to 
start forward and address her, but stood watch- 
ing her graceful form as it ascended the stair- 
case, and, turning down a corridor, became lost 
to sight He then resumed his walk, but the 
other guests were now returning; and in no 
mood to hear the free-spoken criticisms which 
he knew would be lavished on the evening's 
performance, he lighted his candle and went up 
to bed. 

But sleep would not visit his eyes, and in 
vain he tossed and turned about, courting 
slumber by every device known to human in- 
genuity. He struck a light and looked at his 
watch — it was one o'clock. The house was 
quite quiet, the latest reveller having left the 
bar and betaken himself homeward. Whilst 
meditating whether it would not be wiser to 
wander forth in the cool night air and ponder 
over the events of the day, it suddenly struck 
him that he had not looked to his horse when 
he returned from the theatre. This decided him. 
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and, slipping on his old hunting suit, he left the 
room, and walked quietly downstairs. About 
fifty yards to the rear of the hotel stood the 
open shed which did duty for stables, and here 
Ealph found his horse, who greeted him with a 
whinny of welcome. Whilst smoothing down 
the animal s sleek coat with his hand, his atten- 
tion was drawn by a light in one of the rooms 
belonging to the same wing in which his own 
apartment lay, ** By Jove ! " he muttered, 
" there is some poor devil as restless as I am. 
I wonder who the deuce it can be. Not my 
Yankee friend," he continued, as the shadow of 
a figure was thrown upon the curtain ; " it is 
not half tall enough. The silhouette looks like 
that black fellow with the white hair who sat 
opposite to me at dinner. Well, Til light a 
cigar and have a stroll, perhaps in an hour I 
shall be inclined to sleep ;" so, giving his horse 
a farewell caress, and dismissing all further 
thought of the other wakeful inhabitant of the 
hotel from his mind, the young man strolled 
along the main street of the city, throughout 
which a profound silence now reigned. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



272 Ralph Somerville. 

Ealph had not left the house ten minutes, 
when the door of a room situated near the baek 
of his own cautiously opened, and a man with 
bare feet stole silently along, imtil he reached 
the apartment just vacated by our hero. Stop- 
ping here, the nocturnal prowler bent down, and, 
applying his ear to the keyhole, listened atten- 
tively, but no sound issuing from within, he 
concluded that its inhabitant must be sound 
asleep. With a smile of gratified vengeance he 
then crept silently downstairs, and in a quarter 
of an hour re-appeared in the same stealthy 
fashion, and, returning to his own room, locked 
the door inside, and commenced to dress noise- 
lessly, but quickly. This man was Sam Bateson. 

Ralph strolled quietly on until he reached 
the " pla^a,*' a large open space in the centre 
of the town. Here he was surprised to see 
several horses ready saddled and bridled, one of 
which seemed to carry a side-saddle, though, 
from a poncho being thrown over the animal, 
he could not make quite certain of this. Three 
men were seated at the foot of a tree, holding the 
bridles, and smoking straw cigarettes. When 
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he addressed them, they replied in Mexican- 
Spanish, but in so curt and uncourteous a tone, 
that the young man at once saw that they would 
be better pleased if he went his way. " Some 
intrigue, I suppose,'" thought he. " Well, it is 
no business of mine, and I have no wish to feel 
a Mexican knife between my ribs as a hint not 
to meddle with other people's affairs. Perhaps 
I could get to sleep now. Caramha ! what is 
that ? The fire-bell. They are always having 
fires in these towns built half of wood half of 
stone. Nine times out of ten I believe they 
bum their houses on purpose. Now that I am 
up, I may as well see if I can be of any use. I 
wonder whereabouts it is ; not at the Alta Cali- 
fornia, I hope. Ah I here comes a fellow who'll 
tell me." 

A man was running at speed up the street, 
and in reply to Ralph's hurried enquiry said 
that the fire was at the hotel, towards which 
our hero hastened with an anxiety that words 
would be vain to express. The quiet of the 
street was now thoroughly broken, and the 
echoes resounded with the rumbling of the fire- 
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engines and the dull tramp of many feet, as the 
rudely-awakened citizens pressed onward to the 
burning building. As Ralph drew near, he 
perceived with horror that the wooden wing, in 
which was situated his own room and the apart- 
ments of the actors, gave forth volumes of smoke 
from each of its windows, at which were seen 
the despairing forms of the inmates, whose 
escape was cut off by the destruction of the stair- 
case, which the flames had already devoured. 
Frenzied at the danger in which Inez was 
placed, Ralph cleft his way through the crowd, 
and soon arrived at the only fire-engine that 
had as yet commenced working. A hundred 
eager volunteers were pumping steadily, and 
the long column of water flew into the very 
centre of the conflagration, whose progress it 
seemed rather to hasten than to check. With 
straining eyes Ralph watched the efforts made 
to overcome the flames, but it soon became 
evident that the fire had got too firm a hold of 
the doomed building to be induced to relinquish 
its prey until the work of destruction was com- 
pleted, and unless the inhabitants of the wing 
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could by some means be rescued, their fate was 
sealed. At one of the windows he saw Inez 
standing, collected, though very pale, and sup- 
ported by Mr. Brice. "My God I'' thought 
the young man, "have I only recovered my 
darling to see her perish before my eyes, and by 
so terrible a death ?" Suddenly he remembered 
having seen a ladder lying in the stable when 
he had visited his horse. 

" Some volunteers to bring a ladder !" he 
cried. " Follow me." 

A dozen willing feet attended closely on his 
own, and with a burst of acclamation their 
return was hailed by the crowd. 

"Now then, boys," said Ralph's Yankee 
friend of the previous evening, who had been 
foremost in giving assistance, "rear the tar- 
nation ma-chine slick up against the window. 
Now then, Britisher, up you skim like a lamp- 
lighter ; ril steady the bottom." 

The last words were addressed to our hero, 
who was some rungs up before the ladder was 
properly placed. Seeing the preparations made 
for their rescue, the people at the other windows 
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left them, and crowded round that towards 
which Ralph was ascending, and where Inez, 
Madame Bellot, and Mr. Brice stood. Young, 
active, and powerful, the young man took but 
a few seconds to gain the casement, and to 
jump in. Some of the panic-stricken actors at 
once made a rush for the ladder, nearly knock- 
ing down Madame Bellot in their wild anxiety 
to find themselves again in safety. But before 
the foremost could set foot on the window-siU, 
he was seized by the collar, and jerked back- 
wards on to the ground. 

" You cowardly hounds, would you go before 
the women ? By Heaven ! the first man that 
comes near that window imtil the women are 
all safe, shall feel this," and Ralph half un- 
sheathed his bowie-knife so significantly that 
the terrified actors drew back, murmuring, but 
cowed. " Now, sir, you keep the people clear, 
whilst I take this lady down," said Ralph to 
Mr. Brice; "no time is to be lost. Venga 
conmigo^ Senorita,'' and he advanced rapidly 
towards Inez, who was gazing at him mute 
with astonishment. 
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** Yes, go, my child, go," added Mr. Brice ; 
"trust yourself to this young man. Go 
quickly." But before the good impresario had 
finished his sentence, Ealph had taken the un- 
resisting girl in his arms, and was carefully 
descending the ladder, amidst the applauding 
roar of the thousands of spectators. 

" Inez, my own darling, do you not remember 
me?" he whispered in the ear that reclined help- 
lessly on his shoulder; "have you forgotten 
Ealph Somerville and the old Columbine 1" 

"Forgotten youl Never T murmured the 
soft voice; but by this time the ground was 
reached, and our hero found that his lovely 
burden was insensible ; alarm, anxiety, and the 
agitation consequent on the abrupt recognition 
of her lover, had proved too severe a strain, and 
the poor girl had lost consciousness. 

" Well done," said a voice in Ralph's ear ; 
"you have commenced nobly. Give me the 
young lady, and I will convey her to a place of 
safety, whilst you continue your good work, 
and save the remainder of the women." 

The young man looked round and saw that 
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the speaker was the light-haired youth who had 
sat opposite to him during dinner. 

"Yes, give him the Senorita," said the 
Yankee, who, faithful to his promise, had re- 
mained at the foot of the ladder ; " and I 
reckon, Britisher, you'd better pull foot up 
again. Old Strike-a-light won't be able to 
keep back those masquerading chaps much 
longer." 

Ralph felt that duty called him to the relief 
of Madame Bellot and the other actresses, so 
resigning the inanimate form of Inez to the care 
of the bystanders, he once more ascended the 
ladder. The American was right in urging him 
to hurry, for the actors were again pressing 
forward, and in their uncontrolled haste the 
frail support on which so many depended for 
the preservation of their lives would infallibly 
have been broken. The whole scene, though 
somewhat long in the description, had in reality 
occupied but a few minutes. One by one the 
women were carefully conveyed to the ground, 
and then Ralph permitted the men, headed by 
Mr. Brice, to descend. Renewed cheering rose 
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from the crowd as each member of the troupe^ 
marshalled by our hero, reached the street in 
safety, and at last but four persons besides 
himself remained in the burning building. But 
now the fire had made vast strides, and the 
heat at the window was almost unbearable. 
Half maddened by pain, and in terror lest the 
floor or roof should fall in, three of the men 
rushed to the casement, overbearing all opposi- 
tion, and crowded upon the ladder, notwith- 
standing Ealph's entreaties that they would 
descend singly. What he had so dreaded came 
to pass; the rotten fabric first creaked, and then, 
cracking ominously, snapped in half, precipi- 
tating to the earth the three whose cowardly 
haste had led to the catastrophe. 

The position of the two men left in the 
blazing wing was now most desperate ; no rope 
or other means of lowering themselves down 
was at hand ; forty feet beneath them lay the 
street, to leap into which was death ; behind 
them raged the flames, gaining ground at every 
moment 

"Oh, my God, we are lost!" groaned the 
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affrighted actor, wringing his hands in an agony 
of terror. 

"You may thank your cowardly associates 
for it, then/' said Ralph, bitterly ; " but no, 
there is hope yet; look, they are bringing a 
blanket. I have heard of that plan before. 
Well done, my Yankee friend ; a man like you 
is worth a host in an emergency." 

The American had maintained his post at the 
foot of the ladder until it broke, upon which, 
seeing the position of our hero and his com- 
panion at a glance, he had fought his way 
through the crowd, and entering the house 
opposite, emerged again with a large blanket. 

" Eoom, room, clear out, and give a man a 
passage, you darned skunks I" he shouted, 
elbowing his way through the spectators, who 
were gazing awe-stricken at the impending 
tragedy. " Come, boys," he cried, as he gained 
the front; "a dozen volunteers to stretch out 
this poncho. It would be a crying disgrace to 
the stars and stripes if that brave lad was to 
perish." 

Double the required number of hands rushed 
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forward, and under the direction of the Ameri- 
can the blanket was firmly grasped at its edges, 
and held up to the chins of the men, who, 
leaning their bodies backwards, stretched it out 
as tight as a drum-head. 

" Now then, Britisher; one at a tima Jump I" 
he yelled out, hoarse with excitement 

"Look alive,*' said Ralph to the trembling 
actor; "jump, man. It's your only chance." 

" Heaven preserve me, I am afraid," replied 
the wretched creature. "You go first, and 
then I'll try." 

" Come, boys, look smart ; we can't stop here 
all day ; I'm pretty nigh baked already," hailed 
the American. 

"For the love of God, go first, sir; FU 
follow." 

Balph saw there was not a minute to lose, 
for the rafters of the floor had begun to crack. 
" You won't go first ?" he said to his companion. 

" No, no," replied the poor fellow, wildly. 

" Well, stand by below," sung out Ealph, 
and immediately sprang boldly into space. 

A death-like silence reigned throughout the 
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multitude during the brief space occupied Vy 
the young man in his descent, and when he 
struck the strained blanket, and rebounded 
into the air, to fall back imhurt, a thunder of 
applause rose from the crowded ranks of the 
spectators. 

*' Safe, by the living jingo I'' shouted the 
American, who in his excitement had been 
speaking more through his nose, and using 
more curious Yankeeisms than ever. " Safe I 
Now; boys, stretch out the wool again. Jump, 
jump !" he cried, looking upward to the window 
at which the poor actor was visible through the 
smoke, gesticulating wildly. Every eye was 
directed to the miserable man, who, now that 
his companion was gone, seemed quite helpless 
and paralysed with terror. Twice his body 
assumed the position of a man about to spring 
forward, and twice his muscles relaxed, and 
he cowered backwards amongst the flames. 
Several of the men holding out the blanket had 
withdrawn, unable to stand the fearful h^at, but 
their places had been at once filled by other 
volunteers. 
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" Darn him, why don't he jump ? (ree-hosa- 
phat I ^Aedaddle, boys. He's a gone 'coon I" 
cried the gallant Yankee, as he darted back- 
wards; and with a crash and a towering column 
of smoke and flame, amidst which one piercing 
yell of agony was audible to the multitude, the 
roof of the Alta California fell in, and the 
unhappy actor found a fiery tomb. 

Exhausted by his exertions, Ralph had taken 
advantage of the many kind offers pressed upon 
him, and had retired into a neighbouring house 
until the morning. When he woke up from a 
heavy slumber it was nearly ten o'clock, and 
his thoughts at once reverted to Ifiez. Hastily 
dressing, he went out, and proceeded to view 
the scene of the conflagration, and to make 
enquiry concerning the whereabouts of his 
recovered love. A crowd was still collected 
round the ruins of the hotel, from which arose 
a great cheer as the hero of the previous night 
approached. One man he noticed gesticulating 
and talking wildly, in whom the young man 
recognised the German who had told such a 
piteous tale of the way in which he had been 
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robbed by Mexican Sam at Quart-Pot Gulch. 
He had something in his hand, which he from 
time to time showed to the assembled people, 
as though in corroboration of the statement he 
was making. Ralph drew near, and heard him 
say— 

"2\>t^and tmfd^ do you think I did not 
recognise the schdm ? When he was caxrying 
away the Senorita, this fell off" — here he 
flourished a flaxen-coloured wig in the air — 
"and I saw the close-cropped black hair under- 
neath. Do not tell me, my most excellent 
friends, that I, a German, shall ever be mistaken 
in a man who has robbed me of my dollars. 
And he had the impudence to talk to me at 

dinner. Oh ! " here the stout and indignant 

gentleman gave vent to a string of guttural 
Teutonic oaths and imprecations, with which 
I shall not trouble the reader. 

" What does he mean ?" enquired Ralph, who 
had lost the early part of the speech. " Bas 
the old fellow been swilling lager beer so early 
in the morning?" 

" He declares that Mexican Sam was at the 
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Alta California last night; that he spoke 
to him, but failed to recognise him until he saw 
his wig fall off during the fire," replied one of 
the bystanders. 

The young man made his way to the Ger- 
man, and begged permission to examine his 
trophy. It was a peruke resembling in form 
and colour the hair of the youth who had dined 
at the table d'Jiote on the previous evening. 

" But you stated at dinner that you would 
not know this miscreant again, even if you saw 
him. How was that V asked Ealph. 

" Ah I my brave young friend,'' returned the 
sagacious Teuton, ''when you have Hved as 
long in this world as me, you shall leam to be 
careful about talking too much. How did I 
know that some of the young villain's gang 
were not then within hearing ? and they would 
have murdered me in my bed if I confessed 
that I should recognise him." 

"Then you are positive that the man to 
whom this wig belonged was Mexican Sam ?" 

" I shall curse to it on a sack of Bibles," re- 
plied the German, confidently. 
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"Merciful Heaven 1" thought Ralph; "and 
it was to this ruffian s care that I abandoned 
Inez. Pray God he left her in some place of 
safety. Ah 1 here comes the old gentleman on 
whose arm she was leaning ; now I shall find 
out ;" and, disengaging himself from the crowd, 
he hurried forward to meet Mr. Brice, who with 
no less speed was advancing in his direction. 

"Have you seen the Senorita?" asked the 
impresario, anxiety depicted on every feature 
of his good-natured countenance. 

" I was about to put the same question to 
you," replied the young man. " When was the 
last time that you saw her ?" 

" Not since I watched her descend the ladder 
in your arms," replied Mr. Brice. "Fatigue 
and anxiety had quite overpowered me, and 
some of the crowd telling me that she was safe, 
I concluded that she and Madame Bellot lad 
found a refuge for the night in the house of 
one of the citizens." 

" There is some infernal treachery at work," 
said our hero. "Does Ma<iame Bellot know 
nothing about her ?" 
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" Nothing. She, poor creature, was too much 
frightened to observe anything. But come 
with me to the Sacramento Hotel, where I have 
taken rooms, and we can talk the matter over." 

On reaching the inn, Ralph narrated briefly 
all that he had gathered that morning from the 
German, and also mentioned the saddled horses 
he had seen in the plaza during the nighty 
concluding by stating his firm conviction that 
crime had been committed, that the fire had 
been intentional, and that a daring abduction 
had been planned and executed. 

" Good Heavens 1 what is to be done ?" said 
the kind-hearted impresario. " Poor, unhappy 
girl, to have fallen into the hands of such a 
ruffian." 

" We must not lose a moment in getting on 
their trail," replied our hero. " Luckily, I have 
a party of Indiaijis with me, and if we can only 
find out the route by which they left the city, 
I will guarantee our catching them up." 

" Yes, but that will be the most difficult part 
of all." 

"Not so," said Ralph; "an idea has just 
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struck me. Mr. Brice, you must go at once to 
the German and get the wig from him. Never 
mind what price he wants for it ; we must have 
it at any cost. Then go to Girths the saddler, 
in Fifth Street, and ask him for a dog collar I 
ordered yesterday ; he promised it should be in 
readiness by the time I left town this morning. 
Do this, please, without further question, and 
niieet me here in an hour's time. Until then, 
adieu I" and the young man hurried away, leav- 
ing his companion in some doubt as to his 
sanity. 

Most fortunately, the fire had not extended to 
the stables, from whence the ostler had removed 
the inmates at the first alarm ; thus Ealph had 
no difficulty in finding his horse, and twenty 
minutes served to urge the willing beast over 
the three miles that lay between the city and 
the camp. A few words were sufficient to 
make Tom Sherlock and the Panther acquainted 
with the events of the previous night, and ten 
minutes more saw them all galloping towards 
the town, with the exception of one warrior 
who remained in charge of the bivouac. 
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"Now, old Zambro," said Ralph, caressing 
the noble hound before he mounted ; " if you 
ever loved your mistress, you will have an op- 
portimity of showing it to-day." 

Considerably within the hour, the little troop 
were at the door of the Sacramento Hotel, and 
our hero rushed up into Mr. Brice's room, who, 
he saw at a glance, had fulfilled the commis- 
sions entrusted to him, for both the wig and the 
collar lay on the table before him. 

" A thousand thanks for the confidence you 
have shown in me," said Ralph, opening the 
window and throwing the collar down to Tom, 
who at once buckled it round the hound's neck; 
" and now, Mr. Brice, if you will come with 
me, ril show you why I wanted the wig ;" and 
thrusting the latter article into the breast of his 
deerskin shirt, the young man hurried down- 
stairs, closely followed by the wondering m- 

Directing the Panther and his warriors to 
proceed to the plaza, our hero, Tom Sherlock, 
Mr. Brice, and Zambro proceeded to the ruins 
of the Alta California Hotel, and soon reached 
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the spot where the foot of the ladder had stood, 
and where Kalph had handed the insensible 
girl over to the young man with the flaxen 
hair. 

"Now then, Zambro," said our hero, present- 
ing the wig to the dog's nostrils ; " find him, old 
fellow, find him!" 

The hound gave a savage growl as he recog- 
nised the scent of the enemy who had struck 
him on the deck of the Columbine more than 
two years before. Putting his nose to the 
ground, he sniffed eagerly about, and then 
began working forward in much the same zig- 
zag: manner that a man threading a crowd 
would be compelled to adopt. But before long 
the scent became stronger, and the hound went 
straight forward at a trot, but, to Ealph's 
astonishment, in a direction at right angles 
to the plaza. For more than a quarter of a 
mile the intelligent animal went on without a 
check, until at length a small opening shaded 
by trees was reached, and here the dog seemed 
at fault, throwing his head up in the air, and 
giving vent to a long, dismal howl. 
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*' It is all right, sir," exclaimed the trapper, 
who had dismounted and carefully examined 
the ground, which bore the impress of horses' 
hoofs ; " quite right. There is little doubt that 
the rascal carried the young lady so far, and 
was here joined by his gang. However, the 
Panther and his warriors can tell that at a 
glance. Once establish the connection between 
Mexican Sam and the horses you saw in the 
plaza, and half the battle is won, for we shall 
then know that the poor child is really carried 
off, and not concealed in the neighbourhood of 
the city. I shall now ride back, sir, and bring 
up the Indians." 

"Well, Mr. Brice," said Ealph, when Tom 
had left them, "what do you think of our 
prospects of success now, and was I not right in 
asking you to get the wig at any price ?" 

"Perfectly right, perfectly; but here come 
the Indians." 

Before quitting the plaza, the chief had 
minutely scrutinised the prints at the place, 
where Ealph had seen the horses standing on 
the preceding night, and on looking at those 
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left in the ground at the open space to which 
Zambro had led them, he unhesitatingly de- 
clared them to be the same ; nothing therefore 
remained but to mount and follow with aU 
expedition. The hound would be of little 
further use as far as tracking went, for both 
our heroine and Sam were riding, and left no 
scent; but he could follow their every move- 
ment should they have anywhere made a halt 
and separated from their horses, and to the keen 
eyes of the Indians the trail left by the abduct- 
ing party was as visible as a turnpike road. 

" Good-bye, Mr. Brice," said Ralph, shaking 
hands warmly with the woe-begone impresario. 
** You may rely upon our bringing you back the 
young lady in safety, or never returning at all. 
Good-bye. Now, chief, forward." 

Our hero's party were all well mounted, and 
their horses fresh from the two or three days' 
rest they had found at the camp ; the trail was 
so distinct that they were able to follow it at 
a hand-gallop; and everything pointed to a 
speedy rescue, for the progress of the mis- 
creants would naturally be impeded by the 
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presence of a weak girl ; and that the pursuers 
were rapidly gaining ground, the increasing 
freshness of the hoof-prints — legible to the 
Indian as is a book to you, reader — plainly 
showed. When daylight failed them they 
were compelled to halt ; but in a few hours the 
moon rose, and the warriors were once more 
enabled to take the trail* By the trapper's 
calculation, they were then about thirty miles 
from the city, and not more than ten from the 
abductors. The latter would be compelled to 
halt somewhere, if only to give a little rest to 
poor Inez, and Tom Sherlock was emphatic in 
his declaration that she would be once again 
restored to her lover by the following afternoon. 
For the first half-a-dozen miles after leaving 
Sacramento the trail had followed a beaten 
track to the eastward, but, suddenly diverging, 
it had plunged into the wilds and assumed a 
more northerly direction. This rather puzzled 
the trapper and the chief, who were certain that 
the destination of Sam's party was a range of 
mountains lying a little south of east. What, 
then, was their reason for striking northward ? 
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"I can tell you," said Kalph, across whose 
brain the memory of the conversation at the 
table dhole flashed. "Does not Quart-Pot 
Gulch lie out there ?" 

Tom Sherlock assented. 

*' Well, then, you may be certain that he is 
making a detour to avoid it He and his band 
came down upon the miners working there not 
long ago, and cleaned them out of everything, 
besides burning their huts. Depend upon it, 
that is his intention, and he will strike into the 
beaten track again when he gets beyond the 
gulch, for this rough travelling must impede 
him considerably." 

They had not gone far when Tom Sherlock 
called a halt, and said — 

**I have been considering what you have 
told us, sir, and am inclined to think your idea 
is the right one. Now if we were to hit the 
road, pass through the gulch, and place our- 
selves in ambush there, we should gain an 
immense deal of time, save our horses, and, by 
pouncing on the miscreants unawares, prevent 
the leader from in any way injuring hia 
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prisoner, a proceeding that his malice might 
easily prompt him to adopt, if all the stories of 
his cruelty are true." 

" Then for God s sake, Tom, let us do that," 
said the young man, to whom the trappers 
speech had been so many dagger stabs. " What 
do you think, chief?" 

The Panther made a semicircle in the air to 
indicate the course the trail seemed likely to 
follow, and motioned approvingly in the direc- 
tion of the gulch. 

*' Come along, then," said Sherlock, and in 
less than an hour the road from Sacramento to 
the eastward was reached, and they were press- 
ing forward at a gallop. By sunrise the tents 
in Quart-Pot Gulch were visible, and, as the 
clatter of hoofs resounded through the valley, 
all the miners turned out, rifle in hand, dread- 
ing another visitation from Mexican Sam. A 
few words made known to the inhabitants of 
the lonely gully the object of the pursuing 
party, and loud and deep were the maledictions 
poured forth when they learned that their 
enemy was near at hand. 
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At a distance of ten miles beyond the mining 
settlement, Kalph and his companions arrived 
at a narrow gorge, through which wound the 
road. The place was admirably fitted for an 
ambush ; and here the little troop, dismounting, 
concealed themselves, and, holding the bridles 
of their breathless steeds, anxiously awaited the 
advent of the robbers. For more than an hour 
they remained in suspense — the white men pale 
and impatient, the Indians silent, stoical, and 
impassive. At length the sound of hurrying 
horses was borne forward on the breeze, 
and each man mounting, sat^ rifle in hand, 
expectant for the signal to dash down upon 
the foe. 

Onward they came, the van led by a wild 
Mexican bandit, whose loose poncho streamed 
backward in the wind, as with cruel spur he 
goaded the dripping flanks of his mustang. 
Next came three riders abreast, and to the 
central figure of these the eyes of Ralph 
SomerviUe were irresistibly attracted. It was a 
slender female form drooping forward over the 
pommel of the saddle, as much of the fair face 
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aa was visible to the beholders wearing the cold 
pallor of death. On the near side, holding the 
bridle of her horse, rode a young man, in whom 
our hero at once recognised his old messmate 
Sam Bateson ; on the oflF, was stationed another 
robber, whilst in the rear galloped a third, a 
mulatto with a most ferocious aspect. 

When barely fifty yards divided the op- 
ponents, the voice of Ralph rang through the 
air, " Charge !'' With one jerk of the powerful 
bit the leading Mexican wheeled his horse ; but 
sudden though his movement was, it was less 
rapid than the bullet from the trapper's rifle, 
and the bandit fell heavily to the earth, whilst 
his affrighted mustang dashed wildly into the 
brush. The Panther, with his tomahawk, cleft 
the skull of the second robber before his 
astonishment allowed him to offer any defence, 
and his warriors galloped off in pursuit of the 
mulatto, who had turned his horse's bridle and 
fled. At the first alarm, Sam Bateson had dis- 
mounted with wonderful rapidity, and, seizing 
Inez, was on the point of dragging her from 
the saddle, when — ^before Ralph with his utmost 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



298 Ralph Somerville. 

speed could reach the spot — Zambro had 
bounded forward, and, seizing his old enemy 
by the throat, brought him to the ground. 

"Here, Tom, come and take the dog oflf," 
cried our hero, who, supporting the drooping 
form of his love, was unable to aflford any 
assistance to his unhappy school-fellow. 

With great difficulty the trapper succeeded 
in loosening the grip which the hound had 
taken of Sam Bateson's shoulder, and, aided by 
the Panther, raised the fallen man to his feet, 
where he stood breathless, torn, and bleeding, 
but scowling and unsubdued. 

Ealph carried the inanimate girl some little 
distance away from the road, so that on recover- 
ing her senses she should not be shocked by the 
sight of the dead bodies. A little water from 
her lover's flask being sprinkled over her face, 
she soon showed symptoms of recovery, and I 
shall not attempt to describe, but leave to the 
imagination of the reader, the tender scene 
which ensued when the young couple, so long 
severed by an adverse fortune, found themselves 
once more reunited. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



The Abduction and Rescue. 299 

But the voice of Tom Sherlock, calling to our 
hero, broke the spell. 

" Come, sir, it's time we got into the saddle 
again, if the young lady feels equal to it. Mr. 
Bateson is sufficiently recovered to ride, and 
the Indians have caught all the horses." 

"What became of the fourth scoundrel, 
the mulatto?" asked Ralph. "Did he get 
away?" 

In answer, the trapper pointed to a warrior 
who was sitting on a rock gravely smoking his 
tomahawk pipe, and hanging to whose belt was 
seen a frizzed, dripping scalp. ' Ealph had no 
need to ask any further question. 

** There is a small shanty at Quart-Pot Gulch, 
where the young lady can get accommodation 
for the night ; and I think, sir, it would be as 
well to let me go forward to Sacramento to 
assure Mr. Brice of the success of our mission, 
and to give the authorities notice that we have 
made a prisoner of Mr. Bateson, or Mexican 
Sam." 

" By Jove, Tom, you remember everything. 
I had quite forgotten Bateson, and the injuries 
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he has inflicted on the Sciiorita. Where is ho 
now?" 

" Sitting down under that rock, guarded by 
the chief and one of his warriors. Zambro has 
mauled him terribly. Another three minutes, 
and he would have been a dead man. I have 
spoken to him, but he keens a sullen silence, 
and will not open his lips. Now, sir, here is 
the young lady's horse ; you help her into the 
saddle, whilst I give the Panther directions to 
escort the captive, after which I shall ride on." 

All her fears vanished, and, inspirited by the 
sight of her lover, who never quitted her bridle- 
rein, Inez summoned up strength enough to ride 
slowly into Quart-Pot Gulch, where, by the 
foresight of the trapper, who had passed 
through a couple of hours previously, an apart- 
ment was prepared for her in the shanty before 
mentioned. She and Kalph arrived at the 
settlement some little time before the Indians, 
for Sam Bateson was sufiering greatly from his 
wounds — not only the teeth, but also the spikes 
with which Zambro's collar was armed had 
lacerated the flesh — and it would have been 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



The Abdtiction and Rescue. 301 

cruelty to urge his horse beyoud a walking 
pace. On entering the gulch, Ralph noticed 
that all the inhabitants seemed in a ferment of 
expectation. The pick and shovel were laid 
aside and the cradle left unrocked, for the 
miners were determined to see the entry of the 
man who had wrought them such woe. Cheers, 
loud and hearty, greeted our hero and the 
rescued girl as they passed through the crowd; 
though the latter, whose nerves had been ter- 
ribly shaken by the events of the last forty- 
eight hours, shrunk closer to her lover's side 
on observing the determined air worn by the 
miners, whose whole demeanour was that of 
men who had made up their minds to the com- 
mittal of some desperate deed. 

The shanty in which an apartment had been 
provided for Inez stood some quarter of a mile 
from the head of the valley, where the crowd 
were awaiting the arrival of the prisoner. 
Assisting the exhausted girl from her horse, 
Ralph supported her within doors, and, 
relinquishing her to the care of the hostess, 
immediately withdrew. He had taken the 
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saddle oflF the Senorita s mustang, and was on 
the point of looking the girths of his own, when 
a hoarse roar came rolling down the vale, and he 
saw the crowd swaying to and fro, as they 
clustered round a group of men on horseback. 
Ominous and threatening sounded that swell of 
human voices, and as the young man, mount- 
ing, sped towards the scene of action, the 
terrible words " Lynch law 1" reached his ears. 
He found his old school-fellow in the hands of 
the miners, who had met with no opposition 
whatever from the escort. The chief and his 
warriors sat on their horses, curiously watching 
the proceedings, which to them were highly 
commendable, as saving a good deal of unneces- 
sary trouble. When Ralph pulled up his horse 
outside the living circle, a man standing on a 
fallen log was addressing them. 

"Gentlemen," said the orator, "thanks to 
the young Britisher and the red-skins here, we 
hold in our power the man who, four months 
ago, came down with his accursed gang upon 
this quiet valley, and, not content with plunder- 
ing us of our hard-earned gold, out of sheer love 
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of the devirs work, burned down most of our 
miserable dwellings as well. If lie goes on to 
Sacramento, who is to assure us that justice 
will be done ? The law has many loop-holes, 
even for a miscreant such as this, and lawyers 
are clever — I was one myself once, gentlemen. 
How, then, shall we feel certain that this man, 
the desolator of a hundred hearths, will not 
escape us after all ?" 

The speaker was dressed in the coarse, mud- 
stained garb of a miner ; but as he stood upon 
that log, with the western sun shining full on 
his figure, he seemed to our hero like an 
avenging angel. Though he spoke eloquently 
of the wrongs sustained by his audience at the 
hands of the prisoner, his tone was singularly 
dispassionate when speaking of the delinquent 
himself. No vulgar abuse, no unnecessary 
straining after effect, were thought of by thifi 
self-elected judge ; and his voice, though solemn, 
was quite calm, when, after reminding his 
hearers of the great responsibility that rested on 
their shoulders, he concluded — 

" We have mutually agreed, gentlemen, that 
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it would be unwise in us to risk a legal trial so 
far removed from the scene of the prisoners 
deeds as is Sacramento ; and, following the 
custom that has prevailed for some years in 
California, we have resolved on doing justice at 
the place whereon the crimes laid to the pri- 
soner's charge were committed. Gentlemen, I 
have only one final word to say: If the slightest 
doubt exists in the breast of any one of you, let 
him boldly raise his voice on the side of 
mercy. By so doing he can never err. All 
who believe in the innocence of the prisoner 
will now hold up their hands." 

Not a movement stirred the throng, and not 
an arm was raised. 

" None. Then all who believe in the guilt 
of the prisoner will hold up their hands." 

Silently, but inexorably, the arms of the 
miners were raised to heaven, and sustained 
aloft whilst the judge continued — 

** Prisoner — for I am ignorant of your real 
name — ^you have been condemned by the unani- 
mous voice of those men you have so wantonly 
injured, and in the justice of their decision I 
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perfectly coincide. In twenty minutes the sun 
will sink behind that ridge ; when it ceases to 
cast a shadow on the ground, you will meet a 
felon's death. Any request in reason will be 
granted you. Have you anything to ask ?" 

During this terrible scene the prisoner had 
stood with his eyes bent unflinchingly upon the 
crowd who were dooming him to destruction. 
Though his dark face was sallow, it was from 
loss of blood, not from fear ; and the very vic- 
tims of his robbery were fain to admire the 
coolness with which he heard his fate pro- 
nounced. 

In reply to the judge's question, he said — " I 
want no favour at your hands beyond the per- 
mission to speak a few words to that young 
gentleman," pointing to Ealph, who, seated 
mute and awe-stricken upon his horse, had 
listened to the whole trial. "I shall not be 
long," he added, " and will not keep you wait- 
ing. Pshaw 1 I am not going to run away," he 
said scornfully, as some men approached with 
cords to bind him. " Leave me free for a few 
minutes, and withdraw out of earshot Somer- 
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ville^" he continued, as our hero approached, 
''in a few minutes I shall be a thing of the 
past; but before reaping the reward of my 
misdeeds, I have several things to tell you. 
You will perhaps wonder what made me carry 
oflf Inez de Valverde, but the contents of 
this packet, which I took from the girls neck, 
will render it all quite clear to you. The 
restoration of these papers is the only repara- 
tion that I can offer ; and now, Ealph, shake 
hands, say you forgive me, and then go away, 
for I should be sorry that you witnessed my 
humiliating end. One thing I entreat of you : 
keep my secret, and do not let it be known 
to my poor father, my old shipmates, and a 
wondering world, that Mexican Sam the mur- 
derer and Sam Bateson the midshipman were 
one and the same person. Good-bye, and may 
you be happy. My time is up." 

" Let me entreat them to spare your life," 
said Ralph, deeply distressed. 

" Never. Better as it is. At all events, my 
antecedents will never be known. Good-bye." 

With the sealskin packet in his hand, and too 
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much preoccupied to think of mounting his 
horse, the young man, leading the animal by 
the bridle, walked slowly towards the shanty. 
On arriving at the door, an irresistible impulse 
compelled him to glance towards the head of 
the gulch. A human form, suspended from 
the limb of a tree, turned slowly in the air, and 
Ralph Somerville knew that the last dread scene 
of the tragedy had been completed. 
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On a lovely spring 
afternoon in the present 
year, 1875, 1, the writer 
of this history, de- 
scended from the train 
at the little station of 
-- — , in Cheshire, and 
having gained posses- 
^ sion of my portman- 
teau, was in search of some vehicle to convey 
both it and myself to our destination, when a 
groom in livery, whom I had observed standing 
on the platform, approached, and touching his 
hat, said, '* Mr. Staunton ?" 
"Yes,'' I replied. 

" If you please, sir, Sir Kalph has sent me 
with the dogcart to meet you." 



SPINNING A YARN. 
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In a few minutes my traps were stowed away 
in the vehicle, and we were bowling along at a 
good twelve knots an hour towards Kushmere 
Park. 

The reader will please to observe that I have 
not yet forgotten all my sea terms, for though 
I am now a barrister — and, alas ! almost a brief- 
less one — I cannot lose in musty parchments the 
memory of the time when I was a youngster on 
board the Columbine, and the sight of a blue- 
jacket still stirs as responsive a chord in my 
heart as on the day that the corvette spread her 
canvas to the wind at Spithead, twenty-four 
long years ago. 

Eighteen minutes by the watch brought 
us to the lodge gate, and another ten to the 
entrance of a fine old Elizabethan house, on the 
steps of which my old school-fellow and mess- 
mate was standing to welcome me. On enter- 
ing the drawing-room, an elderly lady, clad in 
black, and wearing a widow's cap, arose, and 
I knew that I was in the presence of Lady 
Florence. Before our first salutations were 
over, the door opened, a rustling of silk caught 
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xdlJ ear, and, taming round, I saw the graceful 
figure of a young matron, to whose skirts were 
shyly clinging three lovely children, the eldest 
a boy of some nine years old. With both 
hands outstretched she advanced, and in the 
sweet tones that I so well remembered said, 
with a slight foreign accent — 

" So at last you have fulfilled your promise 
to Ralph, Senor Harry " — I was a poor weak 
little creature when I first went to sea, and my 
messmates, perhaps out of pity, had always 
called me by my Christian name. " Well, this 
is a pleasure." 

I stood for a minute, with her hands clasped 
in mine, mute with astonishment. Could this 
be the poor wan child that we had taken ofi* 
the island of Fernandez de Afuera — this lovely 
woman in all the dazzling radiance of her 
southern beauty ? Yes, there were the liquid 
black eyes, the raven tresses, and the tall, 
graceful figure that I knew so well of yore. I 
gazed in wonder, unable to find speech, until a 
hand fell on my shoulder, and Ralph, who had 
stolen silently into the room, brought me to 
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myself by a burst of laughter. " Why, little 
Harry/' he said, "you are bashful as when I 
used to tease you about Lizzie, the pretty 
housemaid at old Wilton'a Have you still 
retained your affection for the damsel ? I am 
afraid it was only cupboard love after all" 

Thus did I renew my acquaintance with 
Inez Somerville, and I leave the reader to 
imagine the old memories recalled, and the 
old stories retold, both during and after 
dinner. 

When the ladies had retired, and Ralph and 
I were seated in his study with a cigar a-piece 
between our lips, he told me the scenes recorded 
in this little book, of which I was hitherto in 
ignorance. 

"And after Sam Bateson's miserable end, 
what did you do ? " I asked ; " for you 
must make a clean breast whilst you are 
about it." 

"Oh! a few words will explain that. I 
found letters and money in the bureau at Sac- 
ramento, the former containing the news of 
my uncle's death, my father s accession to the 
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baronetcy, and entreaties from both my parents 
that I would relinquish the wild life I had been 
leading and return immediately to England. 
As you may easily imagine, I had then little 
inclination to revisit the prairies, so took my 
passage on board the first steamer bound to 
Panama. Iflez had already shown me how 
wrong I was in concluding that the Columbine 
was lost, and thus I found all my causes for 
despondency removed at the same time. I 
showed Mr. Brice the documents that put Iilez 
in a position of wealth, and the good old fellow 
quite agreed with me that it was no longer 
advisable for her to follow the stage as a pro- 
fession. Under his care, and accompanied by 
Madame Bellot, she came to England in the 
same steamer with myself, and at Southampton 
I presented her to my mother, who had come 
down to meet me. From there she went to 
Madrid, made her claims legally good, and 
when I came of age, a year after the death of 
my poor father, we were married. Now you 
know all about it, Harry, so let us go to 
bed." 
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"Wait a moment," I replied; "how about 
the Stone Indians V 

" Oh I I have left orders with my agent at 
Sacramento to see to the fair disposal of their 
peltry, and to supply them with unlimited 
powder and lead. Every year I send the Lotus- 
flower a bonnet of the latest Paris fashion, at 
which she is highly delighted, and the Panther 
sometimes forwards me some furs. My wife 
has got a very handsome white-fox trimming 
for a cloak that he sent, and that buffalo robe 
over the arm-chair came from him. Now is 
there anything more you want to know ?" 

" Yes, certainly ; what became of Mr. Brice 
and the gallant Yankee who saved your life at 
the fire ?" 

" Oh I old Brice is following his calling as an 
impresario^ and comes to stay with us when- 
ever he visits England. The American has 
made a hit with a silver mine, is now a rich 
man, and a senator; I hear from him some- 
times." 

" Well, Balph, you have been very good to 
answer all my questions so far. I have one 
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more to put to you. Where is your old com- 
panion, Tom Sherlock V 

" Oh I hang it all, Harry ; one would think 
you were cross-examining a witness at the Old 
Bailey. I'm too sleepy to tell you any more 
to-night You shall hear all about it to- 
morrow ;*' and with a mighty yawn and a 
friendly slap on the shoulder, Ralph took him- 
self oflf to bed. 

After breakfast we strolled out into the park, 
and I renewed my question concerning the 
trapper, but Ralph evaded it by proposing a 
visit to the head gamekeeper's cottage. As we 
approached, a great barking of dogs arose, and 
a huge bloodhound bounded towards us, nearly 
knocking down Ralph Somerville, junior, who, 
with his little sister, had accompanied us. 

" Down, Zambro, down," said the boy, as the 
animal, full of spirits, gambolled around us. 

"Why, surely that is not the old Zambro, 
Ralph?" I asked. 

" No, the dear old hound died four years ago, 
and lies buried in the orchard, where Inez has 
had a stone put over his grave. This is one of 
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his descendants. Good morning, Tom ; do you 
know who this is ?" 

I looked up, Tom Sherlock stood before me, 
and as we shook each other by the hand long 
and heartily, I saw the surprise Ralph had in 
view when he evaded my inquiry. 

I spent a very happy fortnight at Rushmere, 
in the companionship of my dear old protector 
and his lovely wife. On the evening before I 
left, we were all sitting round the wood fire — 
for the weather had turned suddenly cold — and 
the children, who at my request had been per- 
mitted to remain up, were clustered roimd their 
father's knee, upon which young Ralph had 
climbed, and was teasing him for one of the 
oft- told stories of his earlier career. 

" Why don't you ask Uncle Harry" — though 
no relation, I was known amongst the small 
folk by that name — *' why don't you ask Uncle 
Harry to write it ?" said Sir Ralph. 

In a moment the boy had transferred himself 
from his father's knee to mine. "Will you. 
Uncle Harry; will you?" he asked, impetu- 
ously 
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" Yes, please do, like a good Uncle Harry,'* 
pleaded little Ifiez, who already promised to 
rival her mother in stature and grace. 

What could I, an old bachelor, do, but 
promise compliance ? Needless to say I did so ; 
and, reader, the volume now presented to you 
proves that, however indiflFerently, I kept my 
word. 



Mar CU8 Ward A Co., Boyal Ulster Works, Bbifast. 
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NEW GIFT VOLUME OF LOVE LYRICS. 

All of which might be used as Valentines ^ selected from standard 
Poetry f or specially written for the purpose— 

The Quiver of Love: 

A COLLECTION OF VALENTINES, ANCIENT AND 
MODERN. With Eight exquisite Full Page Illustrations in Gold 
and Colors. Full gilt cover, gilt edges. Price 7/6. {Just Publisheiu 



GEMS OF HOME SCENERY. 

A scries of Topographical Gift Books. Edited by the Rev. W. J^ 
LOFTIE, B.A., F.S.A. With Six Chromo Facsimiles of Original 
Drawings by T. L. Rowbotham, Member of the Society of Painters 
in Water-Colors, and numerous Illustrations on Wood. Post 
quarto, cloth, gold and black, bevelled boards, gilt edges. Price 6/-. 

I. 

Views in Wicklow and Killarney. 

jj^ \New Volume. 

Views in the English Lake District. 

III. 

Views in North Wales. 

IV. 

Views in Scotland. 

•' Wisely selected and admirably illustrated." — Daily Telegraph, 
"The most charming gift books of the season"— Birmingham Gatette, 

Elegant @ift iSooit. 
The Garland of the Year; 

Or, THE MONTHS^THEIR POETRY AND FLOWERS, 
Giving an account of each Month, with Poetical Selections, dr-- 
scriptive of the Seasons and their Flowers; with red lines, ar 1 
Floral Designs in Gold and Colors. Small 8vo, cloth elegant, 2/6 ; 
gilt edges, 3/-. 

• • Creditable to the compiler's taste, and comprises many gems." — AtheiKemn. 
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Profusely Illustrated, Square Octavo, Cloth Extra, Bevelled Boards, 
Gilt Edges. Price 6/- each. 

Stories of English History 

FOR THE LITTLE ONES. By Charlotte M. Yonge, Author 
of "The Heir of Redclvffe," &c. In Fifty easv Chapters, with a 
Frontispiece in Colors by H. S. Marks, A.R.A. ; 50 Illustrations, 
and an Illuminated Title-page. New Edition, with Questions. 

"So simple that a child of the tenderest years will be perfectly able to com- 
prehend all that the writer wishes to convey. . . . adorned with numerous 
illustrations. ... the title-page is a lovely piece of art in illuminated 
TprmXmg"— Edinburgh Courant 

"An excellent and useful little gift-book." — Scotsman, 

"Any boy or girl who fails to admire Miss Yonge's "Stories of English 
History ' must, indeed, be hard to please." — Bookseller. 

"Creditable to the publishers, as all their publications are, and the illustra- 
tions are numerous, and sometimes forcible." — Jfanckester Guardian. 



Cheap Edition of Miss Yonge s History OF England. 
for SchoolSj is now ready; with 41 Engrcwings^ and Questians^ 
neatly bound in doth. Price 1/6 

Stories of French History 

FOR THE LITTLE ONES. In Forty-eight easy Chapters, with 
a Frontispiece in Colors by H. Stacy Marks, A.R.A. Twelve 
Full Page Illustrations, and an Illuminated Title-page. 
"The stories are well and clearly written." — Saturday Review, 
"Charmingly boimd, printed, and illustrated." — Manchester Guardian, 

Stories of Bible Histcyry 

FOR THE LITTLE ONES. Three Readings and One Picture 

for each Sunday in the Year, with an Illuminated Title-page and 

Frontispiece in Colors. 

"Illustrations numerous and well executed." — Daily Telegraph, 

" Embraces the whole story from the creation to the ascension ; told as Miss 

.Yonge knows so well how to tell it." — Guardian. 

' ' Nicely illustrated, and got up in an attractive style." — Birmingham Gagette. 

Stories of Grecian History 

FOR THE LITTLE ONES. With Frontispiece in Colors by 
Walter Crane, and niunerous Illustrations. [In the Press, 
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<i:firomogra|ji) Series. 
The Good Old Days; 

Or, CHRISTMAS UNDER QUEEN ELIZABETH. By 
ESMfe Stuart. With Five Colored Illustrations, from Drawings 
by H. Stacy Marks, A.R.A. Foolscap quarto, cloth extra, bevel- 
led boards. [Jiisl Published, 

Melcomb Manor: 

A FAMILY CHRONICLE. By F. Scarlett Potter. Six 
Illustrations, in Gold and Colors. Foolscap quarto, cloth extra, 
bevelled boards. 

Puck and Blossom: 

A FAIRY TALE. By Rosa Mulholland, Author of "The 
Little Flower-Seekers," " Eldergowan," &c Six Illustrations, in 
Gold and Colors. Foolscap quarto, cloth extra, bevelled boards. 

" Pretty stories, beautifully illustrated in gold and colors." — Daily News. 
••The fairy pictures are full of life and drollery. . . . The narratives 
are miracles of wonder and invention." — Daily Albion, 

The Little Flower-Seekers; 

Or, THE ADVENTURES OF TROT AND DAISY IN A 
WONDERFUL GARDEN BY MOONLIGHT. By Rosa 
Mulholland, Author of "Puck and Blossom," "Eldergowan,*' 
&c. With Twelve Chromographs of Flowers, by various Artists. 
Foolscap quarto, cloth extra, bevelled boards. 

•' A charming v<^mvq&" —Daily News. 

A Cruise in the Acorn. 

By Alice Jerrold. Six Illustrations, in Gold and Colors. Fools- 
cap quarto, cloth extra, bevelled boards. 

"A simple little story, very prettily told, with illustrations in colors and 
gold." — Graphic. 

" Told in a charming style, by aid of beautiful print, and illustrated in gold 
and colors." — Liverpool Albion, 
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Katty Lester: 



A BOOK FOR GIRLS. By Mrs. George Cupples, Author of 
** The Children's Voyage," &c. With Twelve Chromographs of Ani- 
mals, after Harrison Weir. Foolscap quarto, doth extra, bevelled 
boards. 

" A capital book for girls."— GiMr. 

The Children's Voyage; 

Or, A TRIP IN THE WATER FAIRY. By Mrs. GEORGE 
Cupples, Author of " Katty Lester," &c. With Twelve Chromo- 
graphs of Ships, Boats, and Sea Views, after Edward Duncan. 
Foolscap quarto, cloth extra, bevelled boards. 

"Well adapted to the comprehension of childien." — Standard. 



Keln S'Vdtn of 5/- Soofid bg $qiular Sutfrots. 

With Colored Frontispiece, Ilhiminated Title-page, and nnmenyus Original 
Illustrations. Post Octavo. Cloth Extra. 

Miss Hitchcock s Wedding Dress. 

By the Author of "A very Young Couple," "Mrs. Jemingham's 
Journal," &c ^ \yust Published. 

Perilous Seas, 

AND HOW ORIANA SAILED THEM. By S. W. Sadler, 
R.N., Author of " The Ship of Ice, Ac' \yust Published. 

Ralph Somerville; 

Or, A MIDSHIPMAN'S ADVENTURES IN THE PACIFIC 
OCEAN. By Charles H. Eden, Author of "The Twin Brothers 
of Elfvedale,^ "The Fortunes of the Fletchers," "Australia's 
Heroes," &c [J^usl Published. 

Myrtle and Cypress: 

A TALE OF CHEQUERED LIFE. By Annette Calthrop. * 

\Just Published. 
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BOOKS AT THREE & SIXPENCE. 
The Ship of Ice: 

A STRANGE STORY OF THE POLAR SEAS. By S. 
Whitchurch Sadler, R.N., Author of "Perilous Seas," "Mar- 
shall Vavasour," &c. Six Full Page Illustrations, Colored Frontis- 
piece, and Illuminated Title-page. Post octavo, cloth, gold and 
black. [New Edition. 

*' Not only a ' Strange Story/ but one full of exciting interest. 
The author writes in a vigorous, manly style, and the book is one which most 
English boys, with their love of daring and adventure, are likely heartily to 
reUsh."— />«// Mall Gazette. 

"A capital book of adventure." — Manchester Guardian, 

Chronicles of Cosy Nook: 

A BOOK OF STORIES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. By Mrs. 
S. C. Hall. With Six Full Page Illustrations, Colored Frontis- 
piece, and Illuminated Title-page. Post octavo, cloth, gold and 
black. [New Edition. 

*' Mrs. Hall never In her best dajrs wrote a better story for youngsters." — 
Morning Advertiser, 

" This gifted lady and her husband are known to be among the finest writers 
of childrens' books in this country." — Edinburgh Courant, 



Country Maidens: 



A STORY OF THE PRESENT DA Y. By M. Bramstone, 
Author of "The Panelled House," &c. With Six Full Page Illus- 
trations, Colored Frontispiece, and Illuminated Title-page. Post 
octavo, cloth, gold and black. [New Edition. 

"A charming, fresh little story, which must give pleastu^ to both old and 
yotmg . . . deserves to be heartily commended." — Morning Post, 
" As charming a tale of home life as we have often met," —Standard, 

A Very Young Couple. 

B^ the Author of "Mrs. Jemingham's Journal," "Miss Hitchcock's 
Wedding Dress," &c With Six Full Page Illustrations, Colored 
Frontispiece, and Illuminated Title-page. Post octavo, cloth, gold 
and black. [New Eaition. 
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BOOKS A T TWO & S IXPENCE, 

Tom: 

THE HISTORY OF A VERY UTTLE BOY, BVH.Ruther- 
FURD Russell. With Full Page Illustrations, Colored Frontis- 
piece, and Illuminated Title-page. Small 8vo, cloth, gold and 
black. \New Edition, 

"Almost as good, in its way, as Mr. Carroll's * Alice in Wonderland.' 
Parents and lovers of childhood will like it much, as the childish reader is sure 
to do," —Illustrated London News, 

"A very good story for boys." — Globe, 

Tom Seven Years Old: 

A SEQUEL TO ''TOM.'' By H. Rutherfurd Russell. 
With Full Page Illustrations, Colored Frontispiece, and Illumina- 
ted Title. SmaU 8vo, cloth, gold and black. [Jusi PublisheiU 

Minna's Holiday^ 

AND OTHER TALES. By M. Betham-Edwards. Full 
Page Illustrations, Colored Frontispiece, and Illuminated Title- 
page. Small 8vo, cloth, gold and black. [7«j/ Published. 

Dodds Birthday: 

THE RECORD OF ALL THAT BEFEL A LITTLE GIRL 
ON A LONG, EVENTFUL DAY. By Edwin J. Ellis. With 
Full Page Illustrations, Colored Frontispiece, and Illuminated Title- 
page. Small Svo, cloth, gold and black. \New Edition. 

" As pleasant a book as could be given to any little girl." — Scotsman. 

"A most suitable book for girls, and one tliat will delight the little misses 
immensely." — Edinburgh Courant. 

"A cnarming book/' — Daily News, 

The Markhams of Oiler ton: 

A TALE OF THE CIVIL WAR, 1642-1647. By E. Glaister. 
With Full Page Illustrations, Colored Frontispiece, and Illuminated 
Title-page. Small Svo, cloth, gold and black. \New Edition, 

"Abounds with thrilling incidents of that eventful period."— A/(7r»»«^ Post, 
"A well-written story of the civil war, from 1642 to 1647." — Scotsman, 
"The story of Charles I. is one that never loses its charm, and when so 
pleasantly and colloquially told, and embellished by such pretty and character- 
istic pictures as we have here, it will be sure to find a large and appreciative 
audience." — Daily News. 
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BOOKS AT TWO AND SWPEHCE- Continued, 



JEldergowan; 



Or, TWELVE MONTHS OF MY LIFE, AND OTHER 
TALES. By Rosa Mulholland. With Full Page Illustrations, 
Colored Frontispiece, and Illuminated Title-page. Small 8vo, cloth, 
gold and black. \New Edition, 

"One of the plensantest little books we have met for some time ; charmingly 
illustrated." — Illustrated Review, 

"A perfect little gem in its way." — Civil Service Gazette, 

" A fine volume for girls." — Edinburgh Courant, 

Christmas at Annesley; 

Or, HOW THE GRAHAMS SPENT THEIR HOLIDAYS. 
By M. E. Shipley. With Full Page Illustrations, Colored Fron- 
tispiece, and Illuminated Title-page. Small 8vo, cloth, gold and 
black. \New Edition. 

"A delightful book for children."— 5v«rftfr Tifnes. 

"Will be read with delight by young folks." — Lloyd^s Weekly London News. 

Tumaside Cottage. 

By Mary Senior Clark, Author of "Lost Legends of the Nursery 
Rhymes.*' With Full Page Illustrations, Colored Frontispiece, 
and Illuminated Title-page. Small 8vo, cloth, gold and black. 

\New Edition. 

"An interesting story, well told." — Birmingham Morning News. 

" Charmingly written, impressing good and useful lessons." — Art Journal. 

The Fairy Spinner. 

By Miranda Hill. With Full Page Illustrations, Colored Fron- 
tispiece, and Illuminated Title-page. Small 8vo, cloth, gold and 
black. [New Edition, 

"Really enchanting, and will enthral the young reader." — Edin. Courant. 

"WeU illustrated."— Z?tfi7y A'wj. 

Pollie and Jack: 

A SMALL STORY FOR SMALL PEOPLE. By Alice 
Hepburn. With Full Page Illustrations, Colored Frontispiece, 
and Illuminated Title-page. Small 8vo, cloth, gold and black. 

[New Edition. 

" Capitally written down to the level of little folks." — Morning Advertiser, 

" Will be much enjoyed by young ioWs." —Figaro, 
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BOOKS AT TWO SHILLINGS. 

Two Little Cousins. 

By Alice Hepburn, Author of "PoUie and Jack." Five Colored 
Illustrations, Cloth, Illuminated. 17^^^ Publisheri, 

Percy's First Friends. 

By M. D. Five Colored Illustrations, Cloth, Illuminated. 

[Just Published. 

Five Little Farmers. 

By Rosa Mulholland, Author of "Eldergowan,** &c Five 
Colored Illustrations, Cloth, Illuminated. \Just Published. 

Maggies Pictures; 

Or, THE GREAT LIFE TOLD TO A CHILD. By Fanny 
Levien, Author of " Little Ada's Jewels." Five Colored Illustrations 
and Illuminated Title-page. Clotli, Illuminated. [Just Published, 

The Twin Brothers of Elfvedale: 

A STOR Y OF NOR WEGIAN PEASANT LIFE. By Chas. 
H. Eden, Author of '^Ralph Somerville,"&c. Colored Illustrations, 
Cloth, Illuminated. {New Edition. 

"Full of adventure. . . School boys will welcome the book." — Guardian, 
" A tale of Norwegian peasant life fifty years ago, cleverly put together, told 
in a bright, hearty view, and telling the young rcEuler a great deal about the 
rough, simple lives of Northern fouc, their customs, superstitions, and amuse- 
ments." — Times, 

Our Games: 

A STORY FOR CHILDREN. By Mary Hamilton. Five 
Colored Illustrations, Cloth, Illuminated. [New Edition. 

" A pleasant little book. . . . Attractive illustrations. —5/<zi»</tfnf. 

"Adventures of children, drawn in a charmingly natural maxmer." -Guardian. 

Ella's Locket^ 

AND WHAT IT BROUGHT HER. By G. E. Dartnell. Five 
Colored Illustrations, Cloth, Illuminated. [New Edition. 

"Pleasantly conceived, and prettily told."— ^iwr. 

The Pleasant-hours Casket. 

An Elegant Box containing the three last-mentioned Volumes. 6/- 
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BOOKS AT EIGHT EEN PENCE. 
Elsie's Victory. 

By Eleanor P. Geary. Colored Illustrations, Cloth, Illuminated. 

[Just Published, 

Lily of the Valley: 

A STORY FOR LITTLE BO YS AND GIRLS. By Kathleen 
Knox. Colored Illustrations, Cloth, Illuminated. \Ju5t Published, 

Meadowleigh : 

A HOLIDAY HISTORY. By Kathleen Knox. Colored Illus- 
trations, Cloth, Illuminated. [Just Published, 

Katie Summers: 

A LITTLE TALE FOR LITTLE READERS. By Mrs. C 
Hall. Colored Illustrations, Cloth, Illuminated. 

"We hardly know whether most to praise binding, printing, or literary 
merit." — Morning Advertiser. 

*' Another tempting stoiy of and for little people." — Lloyds Weekly London 
News, 

Roses With and Without Thorns. 

By Esther Faithful Fleet. Colored Illustrations, Cloth Illu- 
minated. 

" Suited to children of the tenderest years, interesting and edifying. . . • 
The pictures are a perfect treat." — Edinburgh Courant, 

" Daintily decorated with delicate coloured illustrations." — Scotsman, 

Little Adds Jewels. 

By Fanny Levien, Author of " Maggie's Pictures." Colored Illus- 
trations, Cloth, Illuminated. 

"An exquisite little book for children. ... No better little book than 
this could be put into the hands of a good little boy or girl." — Scotsman. 

" Nicely written, and beautifully iUustrated." — Morning Advertiser, 

The Holiday Casket. 

A Handsome Box, containing the three last-mentioned Volumes. 
Price 4/6. 
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Suitable for (Sift iSoofos* 



Language and Poetry of Flowers. 

A New Edition, carefully Revised and Amplified. With Six Illu- 
minated Pages in Gold and Colors. Cloth, black and ^old, 2/-; 
Gilt Edges, 2/6. [Just Publishea, 

The Birthday Register. 

With Sentiments from Shakspere (a New Selection of suitable 
Quotations), printed on writing paper. With Illuminated Title- 
page, Cloth extra, 2/-; gilt edges, 2/6. [7^^ Published. 



Plants: 

THEIR NATURAL GROWTH AND ORNAMENTAL 
TREA TMENT By F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., F.S.A., of Marlborough 
College, Author of " Plant Form." Containing 44 Plates, printed 
in Colors from Drawings made by the Author, accompanied by a 
careful Treatise on the subject. Large imperial 4to, cloth extra, 
bevelled boards. Price 21/-. 

Hulme' s Freehand Ornament. 

Sixty Examples, for the use of Drawing Classes. By F. £. Hulme, 
F.LmS., F.S.A., Marlborough College. Imperial 8vo. Price 5/-, or, 
mounted on millboard, cloth-bound edges, 10/- 

*'To the Student of Drawing this book is a mine of well-drawn examples. 
. . . Cannot fail to be useful to the decorative sculptor, the bookbinder, the 
iiiana£icturer of textile fabrics of every description. . . "—Art Journal. 

pi^ Both these Works have been adopted by H M, Department 
0/ Science and Art^/or Copies and Prizes. 



Illuminating: 



A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON THE ART. By Marcus 
Ward, Illuminator to the Queen. With 26 examples of the styles 
prevailing at different periods, from the sixth century to the present 
time; Chromographed in facsimile and in outline. F.cap 4to, cloth 
extra, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 5/-, or, in Morocco extra, 10/6. 
"A very creditable and remarkably cheap little book." ^Arckiieci. 
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EDUCAT IONAL WORKS. 

Vere Foster's Complete Course of Drawing. 

Handy Volumes of Drawing Copies on a Good Scale, in a free 
manner, with Blank Paper to draw on, and Simple Practical Les- 
sons for Teaching or Self-Instruction. In Paper Wrappers, i/6; 
Cloth, 2/6 ; Popular Edition, 6d. 



1. Elementary Drawing. 

2. Landscape and Trees. By 

J. Needham. 
8. Animals (Ut Series). By 
Harrison Weir. 

4. Praotioal Geometry. By John 

Manonall. 

5. MeohanioalDrawing. By John 

MA^'ONALL. 



6. Animals (2Dd Series). By 

Harrison Weir. 

7. Freehand Ornament. By F. 

£. Hulme, &c. 

8. Flowers (Outline). By F. E. 

Hulme, W. H. Fitch, &c. 

9. Himian Figure. 

10. Marine. By John Callow, 
£. Duncan, &c. 



VERE FOSTER'S 

Complete Course of Water-Color Painting. 

Each Volume containing Twelve Chromograph Facsimiles of 
Original Water- Color Studies, by Eminent Artists, with Simple 
and Practical Instructions for Copying each Plate. 
CLOTH. 3/- EACH ; PAPER WRAPPERS, 1/6. 
1. FLOWERS. ByHuLMX,FBBNOH«&c. 
2 LANSSOAPE (Introductory). By Callow 
3. LANDSCAPE (Advanced). By Callow 

7. ILLTTMINATINO. By Marcus Ward. In Paper Wrapper, ^-. 

Vere Fosters Writing ^opy Books. 

Adapted by the Commissioners of National Education in Ireland, 
and all the Principal Schools in Great Britain and the Colonies. 
The Cheapest and best Copy Books ever published. Annual Circu- 
lation over Three Millions. 

POPULAR EDITION, ONE PENNY EACH ; BEST EDITION. TWOPENCE EACH. 
1. Strokes, Easy Letters, Short Words 



CLOTH, 3/- EACH ; PAPER WRAPPERS. 2^ 

4. ANIHALS. By H. Wkir. 

5. HARINE. By El Duncan. 

6. FLOWERS (2nd SeriesX 



1|. Half-text (to suit Bevised Code, 1876) 
2. Long Letters, Short Words, Figures 
8. Capitals 
8^. Sentenees in Bold Somid Hand 



4, 4(, 6, 5^. 6, 6(, 7, & Benteaoes, small 

by degrees. 
9. Sentenoes, Finishing Hand 

10. Plain and Ornamental Lettering 

11. Ezereise Book, Wide Ruling 

12. Ezeroise Book, Ruled in Squares 



Specimens sent Post Free for Price in Stamps, 
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NEW ATLASES. 



Marcus Wards Sixpenny Atlas. 

Eighteen Maps, Clearly Engraved and Printed in Colors, with the 
Latest Information. 



Marcus Wards Shilling Atlas. 

Twenty-five Maps, fully Colored. Finely Engraved Plates, 
Specially Prepared for this Publication. 



Marcus Wards Home Atlas. 

Thirty Maps, Fully Colored. New Plates, with all the Latest Dis- 
coveries, and Index of upwards of 4000 Places. Cloth Extra. 
Price 2/6. 

Marcus Wards Portable Atlas. 

Thirty Maps, Fully Colored, with Index to all the Places. Crown 
octavo, cloth extra. Elastic binding, to open flat Price 3/6. 



NEW ART VOLUMES. 



Mrs. Mundi at Home. RS. V.P. 

Lines and Outlines by Walter Crane. Twenty-four Plates; 
with Libretto by the ^Utist. Large oblong quarto, quaint binding. 
Price 10/6. 



The House that Jack Built: 

A NEW BUILDING ON THE OLD FOUNDATION 
Set forth in Twelve Full Page Drawings in Colors, in the Antient 
Style, by J. R. Harris. Large quarto, cloth extra. Price 5/- 
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aJhiWwn's (5al0rd |i(tttr4 tolumiis^ 
Japanese Picture-Books. 

Twenty-eight large Pictures of Aladdin, Abou Hassan, All Baba, 
and Sindbad, printed in Colors. The Stories told in Rhyme, hn- 
perial quarto picture boards. Price 4/-. Cloth extra, Price 5/-. 
Also, in Four Books ^ Japanned Covers ^ //- each. 

Fahle Picture Book. 

Twenty-four large Pictures of Animals and their Masters, drawn in 
Colors, exemplifying the Fables of iCsop, with the Fables in Easy 
Words. Imperial quarto picture boards. Price 4/-. Cloth extra. 
Price 5/-. Also^ in Four Books ^ Paper Covers, ij- each. 

[New Edition. 

Golden Picture Book of Fairy Tales 

AND LEGENDS. Forty-eight Full Page Illustrations in Gold 
and Colors. Imperial quarto picture boards. Price 4/-. 

Struwwelpeter. 

Funny Picture Stories in the Struwwelpeter Manner, "In merry 
mood for children good ; with moral sad for children bad." Twenty- 
four pages in Colours, enamelled boards. Price 2/-. Also, in Two 
Books, Paper Covers, i\- each. 

Golden Rhymes of Olden Tymes. 

Large Imperial Octavo, containing the familiar Nursery Rh3rmes, 
told in Thirty-two large Mediaeval Pictures in Gold and Colors, 
with the Rhymes set to Music. Cloth extra, Price 3/-. Also, in 
Four Books, Paper Covers, 6d. each.. 



The Shaksperean Calendar. 

A Novel Almanac and Daily Date Calendar, for the Library or 
Boudoir. Beautifully printed in Colors, from a Design by Walter 
Crane. Price 1/6. The Information comprises Sunrise and Sun- 
set, Moon's Qhanges, Festivals, Holidays, &c., with an appropriate 
Quotation from Shakspeare for each Day in the Year. 
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Marcus Wards Concise Diaries. 

For the Pockd— Published Annually^Lightest, Neatest, Handiest, Best, 

The Concise Diaries meet the universal objection to all other 
Pocket Diaries — their cumbrousness and unnecessary weight in the 
pocket. They are beautifully printed in Blue and Gold, on a light, 
hard Metallic Paper, and combine the following advantages : — 

1. Maximum of Writing Bpace. I 4. Equal Space for Sundays. 

2. Minimum of Weight. 5. Daily Engagement R^cori. 
8. Useless Matter Omitted. | 6. The Writing is Indelible. 

The Concise Diaries are made both in "Upright" and 
" Oblong " form, and in Three sizes of each form. 

Leading Features of the Four Part System (the Copy- 
right Novelty of the Concise Series). Only one Part (Three 
Months) need be carried in the Pocket at once. Extra pages are 
given for " Cash Account " and " Memoranda Forward," to be 
transferred, according to date, when changing to the following Part. 
Covers are made to take Two Parts, so that Part II., commencing 
April, may be carried in the same Cover as Part I., towards end of 
March, for making prospective entries. When March is ended, the 
Cover can be lightened of Part I., and so on; the abrupt break 
between Old and New Year is thus overcome. A Blank Memo. 
Book can be carried under second elastic in Cover, in place of 
Second Part of Diary, thus rendering an additional pocket book 
unnecessary. All so called " Useful Information," which few ever 
read, is excluded The weight in pocket is thus reduced to one- 
fourth that of Pocket Diaries of similar superficial size, while the 
ordinary writing space is almost doubled. 

Advantages of the Oblong Series.— The Oblong form 
of Diary, originated by Marcus Ward & Co., in 187 1, has become 
extremely popular. The Oblong Concise Diary, containing the 
year complete, is the most convenient Complete Form Diary pub- 
lished. It is also made in the Four Part Style. The Single Part, 
in its limp Cover, forms scarcely any appreciable thickness in the 
pocket, and is, therefore, especially commendable to many. 

" By a capital arrangement, the maximum amount of writing space is 
secured with the minimum amount of weight, by the simple expedient of 
changing the diary every quarter."— Z>flt/v Tele^aph, 

"The Concise Diaries are singularly good m the four-part arrangement." 
— Standard. 

"The Diary pages are furnished separately in quarterly parts, 
and are much smaller and handier than they otherwise would be. It is a very 
good plan." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

"The Concise Diaries are as convenient in form as they are beautiful in 
appearance. " — Globe. 
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MARCUS WARD & CO'.S 

Newspaper Cuttings Scrap^Book. 

A Ready Reference Receptacle for Scraps, from our daily sources 
of knowledge, the Newspapers; with an Alphabetical Index, and 
Spaces for Marginal Notes. 

"When found, make a note, of." — Captain Cuttle, 

The Newspaper Cuttings Scrap-Book has been intro- 
duced by Marcus Ward & Co. to supply a want equally felt in 
household, office, or counting-house, as well as in the library of the 
literary man, or in the chambers of the lawyer. 

There are few readers of Newspapers who do not daily meet 
with paragraphs, notices, or advertisements, which they would 
gladly cut out and retain, but, not having any convenient means of 
preserving them, they are passed over and lost ; or, even if cut out, 
are so carefully put away that they cannot be found when wanted 
for reference. 

By the use of the Newspaper Cuttings Scrap Book all 
such inconveniences are prevented, as the cuttings can be readily 
fixed in order, and, by means of the Index, may be referred to in a 
moment ; thus forming a volume of permanefit interest and useful- 
ness. 

LIST OF SIZES, BINDINGS, AND PRICES. 



Now 


DESCRIPTION. 


Pages 


Size, in Inches. 


Price. 


6020 


Fancy Cloth, Lettered on Side 


72 


7Kby 9M 


2/- 


6021 


Do. do. do. 


100 


7% by 9M 


2/3 


6031 


Do. do. do. 


100 


9%byiiJi 


V- 


6043 


Do. Extra Gilt, Lettered on Side ... 


120 


7Kby 9M 


V- 


6044 


Do. do. do. 


120 


m by lofi 


3/6 


6015 


Do. do. do. 


120 


9KbyiiJi 


4/6 


6017 


Do. do. & Inlaid do. 


120 


9M by iili 


^- 


601 1 


Half Roan, Lettered on Back 


200 


9% by iiK 


S/fi 


6008 


Half French Morocco, Lettered on Back, 










Superior Quality Paper 

Half Levant Morocco Extra, Lettered on 


150 


9% by II Ji 


7/6 


6009 










Back, Superior Quality Paper 

Half Roan, Lettered on Back, Superior 


150 


9% by iiK 


9/- 


6013 










Quality Paper 


200 


10 by 15 


10/6 


6014 


Half Levant Morocco Extra, Lettered on 










Back, Superior Quality Paper 


200 


10 by IS 


15/- 



LONDON: 67, 68, Ohandos St. ; and Boyal Ulster Works, BELFAST. 
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